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TO 

THOMAS CARLYLE. 

Greatest of all Scotch Worthies of our day, 
Whom Annandale hath given to the World, 
I from the sister Vale of Nith, here lay — 
With Banner of the braver Past unfurled — 
These Poems at thy feet,— of Men who hurled 
Man's Falsehood down, and throned God's Truth as King ; 
Heroes — at whom the narrow lip is curled 
Of modern Bigots, but whose fame shall spring 
Immortal like thine own, and through the Centuries ring. 

(Intended Dedication, dated January, tSStJ 



TO 

THOMAS CARLYLE. 

Gone art Thou, ere my little Book appears, — 
Yet stands thy Name uncancelled on its page ; 
Prose-Poet, Prophet, King of modern Seers, 
Whom men have fondly styled the Chelsea Sage ; 
Gone art Thou, great in honours, great in age, — 
The dread Sphinx-riddle solved at last in Death ; 
And Scotland hails Thee, as her tears assuage, 
With Knox and Burns and Scott, in equal breath, — 
A mighty Preacher, too, despite thy faltering Faith ! 

(Added to Dedication, on news o/Carlyle*s death, jtk February, tSS/J 
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I, 

/^\F noble Blood, but nobler Mind, 
^ Was Patrick Hamilton, 
By culture and by grace refined, 

And not by Birth alone ; 
Nephew to Duke of Albany — 
Nephew to Arran's Earl high — 
And thereby Kin to James the Fifth 

Who sat on Scotland's throne ; 
But Servant to a mightier King, 
Whose " Crown and Covenant " I sing- 
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As must to friend or foe appear, 
While History blows her trumpet clear, 
And this my Tale flows on ! 

ii. 

They gave him, by the Book and Cross, 
The Abbacy of Feme in Ross, 

While yet a Child at home ; 
The Court and eke the Church conspired, 
By every hope that Youth desired, 

To thirl his Soul to Rome ; 
Promotion waved her jewelled hand, 

And turned the glass of Time — 
There was no glory in the Land, 
At Pope's behest or King's command, 

To which he might not climb. 

in. 

Smit by that Passion for the Truth, 
Which most of all ennobles Youth, 

He travelled far and wide — 
To Wittemberg, where all the Arts 

Held Court in lettered pride, 
To Marpurg, where two kindred Hearts 

The Student's worth espied, — 
Melancthon meek yet mighty-souled, 
And Luther like a lion bold, — 

Who won him to their side. 
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Truth rent her veil from head to feet, 

And bared her charms divine ; 
He set her on Affection's throne, 
And, living for her love alone, 
Adored within her Shrine ! 



IV. 



High flamed the Passion now within — 
From Papal darkness, shame, and sin, 

To free his native Land ; 
A Christian, yet a Patriot too, 
To God and to his Country true, 

He made a noble stand ! 
They told him of Jerome of Prague, 

Who perished in the flames ; 
Of John Huss of Bohemia, 

And other Martyr names, — 
Beacons of blood and Are, for all 

Who questioned Popish claims ! 
He listened, — yet their warning words 
But stirred him, as the clash of swords 

Doth stir the soldier's blood ; 
He burned to burst his Country's chains, 
Nor feared imprisonment and pains, 

Nor recked he flame or flood. 
The Truth had made him free — Love fired 

His Soul to preach the Word; 
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VI. 

The Papal Ranks were stirred at last ; 
Alarm to anger deepened fast 

In old St. Andrews town, 
As herald after herald showed 
That, under the pure Word of God, 

Their Church was tumbling down ! 
Then raged James Beaton, Archbishop 

And Chancellor of the Land ; 
Swiftly a Conference was held — 
This new Light must be met and quelled 

By fear of chain and brand. 
Instinct infallible, with keen 

Resistless logic, saw — 
No compromise could live, between 

Papal- and Bible-law ! 



vir. 

Arrested, into Prison thrown, 
Was noble Patrick Hamilton, — 

" Infamed " with Heresy, 
And charged to answer for his life, 
Where Papal Minions gathered rife, 

And gnashed with jealousy. 
That night, came sneaking to his Cell 
A Creature steeped in guile of Hell, 

The proper tool of Rome, 
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(~\F noble Blood, but nobler Mind, 
^-^ Was Patrick Hamilton, 
By culture and by grace refined, 

And not by Birth alone ; 
Nephew to Duke of Albany — 
Nephew to Arran's Earl high — 
And thereby Kin to James the Fifth 

Who sat on Scotland's throne ; 
But Servant to a mightier King, 
Whose " Crown and Covenant " I sing- 
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To see the flame-tongues leaping wild 

Upon their Victim bound. 
Reviling louder than the rest, 
False Friar Campbell closely pressed 

And chafed the dying man : — 
" Recant, O Heretic, and pray 
Our Ladye, ere you pass away 

Beneath the Church's ban ! " 
Then, from his wreath of flame and smoke, 
The noble Martyr slowly spoke, 

With awful, solemn tone : — 
" O wicked Friar, thou hast confessed 
Thy Faith in secret to my breast ; 

To thee 'tis truly known — 
That for no Heresy I die, 
But for the Truth of Christ on high ; 
I therefore, under God's control, 
Appeal thee — Answer for thy Soul 

At Jesu's Judgment-throne ! " 
The Friar, shuddering, slunk aloof; 
He felt Despair with trampling hoof 

Crash into Heart and Brain ; 
He heard his knell in that reproof, 

Went mad, and died insane ! 

xv. 

Once more, from out the wreath of flame, 
That Voice in gentler accents came, 
As if of one who slept : — 
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' Father, through Jesu's perfect merit, 
Have mercy— oh, receive my Spirit ! " 

And all the People 'wept 
Yet once again, though but once more, 
The Voice broke, louder than before, 

Through wreath of flame and smoke, 
Breathing, ere yet the Heart-strings brake, 
A prayer for dear old Scotland's sake, 

And these the words he spoke : — 
" How long, Lord God of Hosts, how long 

Shall Papal darkness reign ? 
Arise, my Country, O arise, 

And burst the Tyrant's chain ; 
The Dawn is near — my quickened ear 
The bells of Victory can hear — 

I shall not die in vain ! " 
And then, with Conscience white and clear 

As through the fire it glowed, 
In his bright four-and-twentieth year 

That Soul went up to God : — 
'Twas Fifteen-hundred-twenty-seven, 
And Scotland felt new light from Heaven. 



XVI. 



Long ere the shadows fell that day 
The Martyr's dust was swept away, 
The Victory seemed complete ; 
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And yet the Priests did not rejoice, 
But whispered pale at every noise 

That sounded on the street ; 
The terrors of avenging Wrath 
Began to thicken o'er their path, 

And fall around their feet 
Even Beaton's cruel eye, abashed, 

Drooped for a moment down, 
When one of Scotland's ancient Lords 
Thus chaffed him with satiric words, 

And smile concealing frown : — 
" Lord Archbishop, if you have more 
Fuel of Heretics in store, 
Burn all the rest, I counsel you, 
In cellars out of public view ; 
That kind of smoke, as History shows, 
Makes Heretics where'er it blows ; 
One Patrick Hamilton thus dies — 
But thousands from his ashes rise ! " 



GEORGE WISHART. 



&ag tit Sktconb. 

(1546.) 

I. 

r^ ENTLE and sweet the breezes greet 
^ The Daisy of the Wild ; 
Its Cup is filled with dew distilled 

From Mother-Nature mild — 
As Parents weep, in rapture deep, 

And bless their sleeping Child. 
Gentle and sweet George Wishart grew, 
Modest as ever flower that blew 

On mountain or in dell ; — 
With Heart, like Aeol's harp, that played, 
To every breath from Heaven that strayed, 

Soft-sung responsive swell, — 
With Soul that drank in silent praise 

The dews from Heaven that fell. 



ii. 

Gentle and sweet his Youth had bloomed 
Serene in Scholar's gown ; 
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Nor ever on his eye had loomed 

The Martyr's lurid Crown ! 
He drank with rapture, high yet meek, 
That freshly opened Well of Greek — 

New to his Native Land ; — 
Nature's deep Mother-spring of Thought 
And Art, to all the Ages taught, 

Which Papal bigots banned. 
A Scholar, with a Scholar's taste 

For Beautiful and True, — 
He charmed his Pupils at Montrose 
To read the inspired Greek, which flows 
From Jesu's Sermon on the Mount, 
Or Paul at Athens, or the Fount 

Whence John seraphic drew 
Those burning words, whose music still 
The rapt Eternities doth fill ! 



in. 

A Scholar with a Scholar's taste — 

Of little else he thought, 
And shuddered like a wounded bird, 

When Fame the tidings brought, 
That Brechin's Bishop, blind with zeal, 
Had sworn the Heretic's lips to seal, 
Who dared to teach, in Grecian speech, 

The Words that Jesus taught. 
George Wishart, gentle as a Child, 
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Half-wondering, half in pity, smiled, 

As from the scene he fled — 
To think, that any Soul should fight 
Against the sweetness and the light 
By God's Evangel shed ! 



IV. 



A Scholar with a Scholar's taste — 

He passed to Cambridge fair ; 
Where every Muse, with eyelids chaste, 

Awaits the Wooer's prayer, 
Yet keeps for him her heart secure 
Whose Passion is most deep and pure. 
By Emery Tylney's faithful pen 

That sought no after-fame, 
This life-like picture has been booked — 
How " Maister George of Bennef s " looked, 

Such was his College name : 
" A tall, black-haired, long-bearded Man, 
With grave deep eyes and aspect wan ; 
Yet comely with the light of Thought, 
And courteous, as a Scholar ought ; 
Lowly and lovely, glad to teach, 
And fond to learn and fair of speech j 
Clad modestly in Gown of frieze, 
With plain black Hosen to the knees ; 
White bands and cuffs, the eye to please \ 

B 
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O'er all a Millian doublet spread, 
And neat French round-cap on the head ; 
One Meal in three he still forbore, 
And fasted through one day in four ; 
In canvas sheets, on puffe of straw, 
He made self-discipline his law, 

And gave the Poor his best — 
The Poor, who knew him one and all, 
As ' Maister George ' of Bennet's Hall, 

And oft his bounty blessed ! " 



v. 

Still gentle, but with deeper thought, 
And with more awful burden fraught, 

As Message from the Lord, — 
George Wishart, when the storm had blown, 
Re-sought the Land he loved to own, 

The Land his Heart adored ; 
And floods of sweetness, light, and grace, 

So filled him and o'erflowed, 
That wheresoe'er his steps you trace, 

The road behind him glowed 
With gems and pearls, priceless each, 
Set pure in gold of Gospel speech ! 
No Churchman fierce — no Patriot stern — 

No other Wish was his, — 
But that his Countrymen should learn, 
How God Almighty's Heart doth yearn 
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To see the Prodigal's Return, 

And greet him with a kiss ; 
The Tidings glad, from town to town, 

He bore as Bread of Life, — 
Yet, chary of the Martyr's crown, 
Withdrew, when Priests began to frown, 
And shunned the scenes of strife. 



VI. 



Dundee came thronging to his feet, 
To hear the Bible, grand yet sweet, 

Which Papal Priests defamed ; 
Till Cardinal Beaton's creature, Mill, 
Suborned by Jesuit hate and skill, 

Stern Interdict proclaimed. 
The Prophet-preacher, meek yet true, 
Protesting, from the scene withdrew : — 
" Trouble us not, ye fiercely say, 
And from you thrust Christ's Word away 

Sole comfort God hath given ; 
But Something in me loudly calls, 
That trouble unexpected falls 

On those who mock at Heaven." 
And, ere the fourth swift day had come, 

The Plague, dark settling down, 
Had struck his base accusers dumb — 

Dread-ravaging that Town ! 
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VII. 

Ayr, hungering for the Gospel, flocked 

The Preacher's voice to hear ; 
But Glasgow's Archbishop had blocked 
God's House with garrison, and mocked 

When baffled Crowds drew near. 
Then blazed the Earl of Glencairn, 
Stout Alexander, swift and stern, 

And would have burst the Door ; 
But Wishart sought the Market Cross, 
And of Eternal gain and loss, 

God's Tidings there did pour ; 
Whilst the Lord Prelate, poor Dunbar, 
Amid his knaves and men of war, 
Equipped to fight, but not to teach, 
Harangued, but durst not try to preach — 

Without his sermon-lore ! 
To Mauchline next, the Lairds of Kyle 

Thick thronged with eager Hearts, 
But found that Soldier bands meanwhile 
Had garrisoned, from roof to aisle, 

Their Church by Popish arts ; 
Hugh Campbell, then, of Kinzeancleugh, 

Backed by a kindred band, 
Swore he would force an entrance through, 

But Wishart stayed his hand, 
Exclaiming : — " Peace, the Master's Word, 
i As mighty in the field 
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As in the Church, unsheathes no sword 

But that which Truth doth wield/ 
And so he preached on Mauchline Moor 
Glad Tidings for the lost and poor ; 
With grace so sweet and power so high, 
Not Laurence Rankin could defy — 

The wicked Laird of Shield, 
Who bowed that day in contrite tears, 
And bore his Cross through after years. 



VIII. 

Dundee, plague-stricken, smote her hands, 
And deeply cursed the dastard bands 

Of hireling Priests that fled ; 
Till once again George Wishart stands 

Upon the East Gate head, — 
Preaching God's Remedy for sin, 
To Sick without, to whole Within, 
As Prophet of the Lord betwixt 

The Living and the Dead ; — 
Fair Sacrifice of love unmixed, 

Which vanquished Popish art, 
And won that City by the Tay 
To hail the Reformation-day 

With glad and loyal Heart \ 
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IX. 

What ! hath this gentle Preacher charmed 

The Ranks of Rome to rest, 
That he from town to town unharmed 

Should move without molest ? 
Nay, David Beaton's wicked Eye 

Hath marked his meek career, 
And gleameth now with hungry joy 

To see the end draw near ! 
Twas he that forged King James's Will 

For base and selfish ends, 
And made a tool of Robert Mill 

'Gainst Wishart and his friends ; 
'Twas he that goaded on Dunbar, 
The righting Archbishop, to mar 

God's Gospel-work in Ayr ; 
'Twas he that placed the dagger-knife 
In Wightman's hand, to stab his life 

At foot of pulpit-stair ; 
Twas he that forged the lying Note, 
Which from Montrose had Wishart brought 

To see his friend Kinnear — 
While sixty Horsemen ambushed lay 
To seize the guileless Man, — or slay, 

If Rescue should appear ; 
'Twas he suborned an Earl brave — 
E'en Bothwell's Lord — to play the knave 

And pledge his knightly faith, 
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That loyal Ormistoun might yield 
George Wishart to his powerful shield, — 
And hands were struck, oaths double-sealed, 

To keep him free from skaith ! 
What cared this precious Cardinal 

For oath or plighted word ? 
Forger — assassin — liar base — 
Yet " Father in God " — Woe worth the case ! — 

And " Servant of the Lord :"— 
The Sea-Tower held one victim more, 
And Beaton, like his Kin of yore, 

Gloated o'er deed abhorred ! 



x. 



Darkly of late, and darker yet, 

On Wishart's thoughtful eye, 
Life's Sun seemed rushing down to set — 
Where Beaton and his Minions met, 

And sword and stake were nigh. 
Friends at Montrose had heard him say, 
When Beaton's Horsemen, by the way, 

Were baffled of their plan, — 
" Mine end shall come, but not to-day, 

Through that same wicked man 1 " 
At lnvergowrie, sad of Heart, 
The live-long night he groaned apart, 

Prostrate on garden Green ; 
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Watson and Spalding heard his sighs, 
Watching aloof with friendly eyes, 

Yet were themselves unseen : — 
" Lord God, the battle waxeth hot, 
Help me to fight and falter not ! " 
Next Morn, responsive to their tears, 
He thus forecast the thronging years : — 
" The Day, which Hamilton proclaimed, 

Hath fully dawned at last ; 
The Sun upsprings with healing wings, 

The Papal night is past ; 
Old Scotland soon with light shall blaze 
Like that of Apostolic days ; 
Nor after me shall many die 

By Persecutor's hand, 
Till God's House rises fair and high, 

And Glory fills the Land ! " 



XI. 



Submissive, self-resigned to God, 

As Victim to the flame, 
No rebel-thought within him glowed 

When Earl Bothwell came ; 
" God's will be done ! " he meekly said, 
" Throw wide the gates " — and bowed his head, 

Prepared for death of shame. 
Nor shook within that Frame of his — 
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So quick to pain, so keen of bliss — 

One nerve with twinge of fear, 
When, hoarse as Fate, the Sea-Tower gate 

Clanked on his prisoned ear ; 
The gentle nerves were strung at last, 
The bitterness of Death was past ! 

XII. 

Next Morn, to fair St. Andrews Fane — 

The Abbey Church by name, 
Where, many-tongued, the People thronged, 

Two strange Processions came. 
First pranced in pride the cruel-eyed 

And wicked Cardinal, 
'Midst Soldiers — armed, for deadly fear, 
In jack and knapskal, splent and spear, 

And battle-axe withal ;— 
The People marked him, dumb with rage, 
Lording it o'er God's heritage ! 
Next meekly came, midst Guard of shame 

From Sea-Tower prison-cell, 
George Wishart, gentle still but strong, 
With thoughts that not to Earth belong 

And looks of Heaven that tell ; 
To Beggar at the old Church door, 
He gave his purse, and blessed the Poor ; — 
The People knew, by instinct true, 
The Christ-like, and in silent dew 

Their tears of Pity fell ! 
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XIII. 

Sub-prior Wynram, simple Soul, — 

The Preacher for the day, 
Half-marred the hypocritic Game, 

Half-spoiled the holy Play ; 
He prayed God's blessing in such tones 
As sent a chill through Beaton's bones, — 
And, worst of all, he clearly taught, 
This truth — to Rome with terror fraught — 
" The Touchstone still from age to age 
Is God's own undefiled Page !" — 
He ceased, and some were red with rage, 

Some pale with blank dismay. 
Then rose John Lauder, fatted ox, 
A bull of Bashan, full of mocks, 

Ribald and coarse and vile, 
Roaring out charges from a scroll, 
Frothing, and cursing by his soul, 

With devilish spite and guile ; 
He rung the changes, as of old, 
On crimes and heresies untold, 
While " Grey-fiend " Scott, behind his chair, 
Yelped like a hound that scents the hare 

And yells to join the chase, 
Till Lauder, wet with hate and fat, 
His Roll of Curses closed, and spat 

With scorn in Wishart's face. 
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XIV. 

The gentle Preacher's modest plea — 
That God's pure Word should Umpire be, 

Sank midst tumultuous groans ; 
And his appeal — " Let me be tried, 
Where Peers and Judges shall preside !" — 
Brought howls, as if a molten tide 

Of lead had pierced their bones. 
That night, within the Sea-Tower cell 

Lay Wishart doomed to die ; 
And Cardinal Beaton scorned to ask 
The Civil Sanction, as a masque ; — 
Scotland shall own that Priest of Rome 

Can all her Laws defy, 
Nor Lord in all the Realm, nor Squire, 
Dare interdict to-morrow's Fire ! 



xv. 



" Lord God Almighty, keep me true 
To my dear Jesus, help me through !" 

Night-long George Wishart cried ; 
The Captain of the Castle heard, 
Till all the Christ within him stirred, — 
And, mid his family-circle dear, 
Next morning met for Breakfast-cheer, 

He placed him by his side ; 
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But Wishart, having blessed the bread 
And wine, as Holy Emblems, said : — 

" I taste no more of Earthly store, 
Pass round the Bread and Cup ; 

My soul to-night in Realms of light 
Shall with my Saviour sup !" 
Meanwhile, the Stake with faggots piled 

Rose ghastly in the Court ; 
And all the Fore-Tower windows beamed 
With Faces set and Eyes that gleamed 

To see the cruel sport ! 
With crimsoned seat and cushioned chair, 
And glorious Tapestry floating fair, 

Each Balcony did blaze, — 
Whence Beaton and his bloated Priests 

Upon the Scene might gaze. 



XVI. 

The Hangman, shuddering at the task, 
Burned red with shame beneath his mask :- 
" Forgive me, man of God " — he cried, 

" My soul abhors the deed ! " 
The Preacher, full of grace, replied : — 
" Fulfil thine office, woe betide 

Him who the Deed decreed ! " 
They clothed him in black linen coat — 
Each pocket loaded — fiendish thought ! — 
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With powder-bags, whose flaming breath 
Might blast and scorch, but not to death ; 
The hands behind his back they bound — 
A Rope they looped his neck around 

As if for felon-crime ; 
With iron-links about him cast, 
They chained him to the Stake at last, 

And made the Church-bells chime ; — 
Rome dons her gala-day attire, 
And glories in the Heretic's fire ! 



XVII. 

Mounting the Scaffold, white and calm, 
George Wishart breathed a Holy Psalm, 

And for his Murderers prayed ; 
Protesting in the People's ear, 
He died for Gospel-truth, so dear 
That Death "with all its horrors near " 
Still found him undismayed : — 
" Have mercy, Jesus, Saviour mild, 

Have mercy upon me ; 
Father, receive Thy sinful Child, 

I yield my Soul to Thee ! " 
Upburst the powder-bags, and tore 

His quivering Flesh to shreds, — 
Whereat the Cardinal did jibe, 
And all the shaven Priestly Tribe 

In mockery wagged their heads ; 
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But faithful -there, with fearless air, 
The Captain of the Castle bare 

High witness for the Lord : — 
" Courage, O man of God ! " he cried ; 
And Wishart blew the smoke aside, 
And uttered slowly, ere he died, 

This awful Prophet-word : — 
" Scorched, yet not daunted, I proclaim 
In God Almighty's sacred Name, — 
That murderous Priest, who feeds his eyes 
On this unholy Sacrifice, 
Shall soon from that same Window swing, 
Where now he lords it as a King, — 
Mid scenes of hatred, blood, and shame, 
With deathless curses on his Name ! " 



XVIII. 

'Twas March of Fifteen-forty-six, 

When thus George Wishart died ; 
But ere next May had passed away, 
That Cardinal, in bloody fray, 

Had perished in his pride. 
The Leslies, and the Laird of Grange, 

Carmichael, and Carnbee, — 
Swore Wishart's murder to avenge, 

And set the Nation free 
From Romish rule and Popish laws — 
Eternal foes to Freedom's cause ! 
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They seized the Castle by surprise — 

Dragged Beaton from his bed, 
Bared shining death before those eyes, 
Whose cruel gaze through pitiless days 

On others' woes had fed, — 
And stabbed him, grovelling like a slave, 
With cry of — " Priest, a Priest, O save ! " 
And heard for truth his dying groan : — 
" Fy ! fy ! all's lost ! Fy ! fy ! all's gone ! " 
And last, they hung the Carcass out 

From that same Window high, 
Whence he and all his Priestly Rout 

Had seen the Martyrs die ! 



XIX. 

Let blame who can — I will not blame ! 
The Men who burst the bands of shame 

And made the Tyrant bleed, 
Bearding the Despot in his den — 

Are Heroes in my creed ; 
Avengers of their Country's wrong, 
Their names shall live in Patriot song ; 
Defenders of the Rights of Man — 
Let blame who will, I dare not ban 

Their just yet awful Deed ! 
The worst, that Scotland cared to say, 

On what I here recount, 
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Has reached us in the rasping lay 

Of Lindsay of the Mount : — 
" As for the Cardinal, I grant 
He was the Man we weel could want- 
God will forgive it soon ; 
But, by my faith, the sooth to say, 
Although the Loon is weel away 
The Deed was foully done ! " 



WALTER MILL. 



(1558.) 

I. 

T}EAR Walter Mill, the Parish Priest 
"^ Of Lunan, claims my Lay ; 
The last who perished at the Stake 
In Scotland, for the Gospel's sake, 
Before the sun of Freedom burst 

Full on our Northern day ; — 
Whose white hairs curling in the flame, 

At eighty years and two. 
Strangled the snake of Rome, and all 

Its fangs of poison drew ! 



n. 



From Angus startling news was borne 
To high Arch-Prelate's ear — 

The Priest of Lunan, Walter Mill, 
Then past his sixtieth year, 

c 
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Had left off saying Mass, but still 

Was to his People dear, 
Preaching that Gospel free and pure 
Whose Truths eternally endure ! 



in. 

Summoned — condemned — lie fled the Land, 
Sought refuge o'er the German strand, 

And longed for further Light ; 
As one who had in prison been, 
Nor could take in, with gaze serene, 
At once the glories of the Scene 

That burst upon his sight, 
He gazed, and blinked, and gazed again 

Through years of toil and thought — 
Till Eye at last spoke true to Brain, 
And Heart and Mind no longer twain 

In perfect union wrought, 
Showing, as the Soul could endure, 
The sun of Truth full-orbed and pure. 



IV. 

Nigh twenty years thus passed away 

In calm and safe retreat, 
When, having fully turned four score, 
The passion for his Native Shore 

Began again to beat — 
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The Patriot's wish, where'er he roam, 
To turn his steps and die at Home ! 



v. 

From town to town, from farm to farm, 

A white-haired Pilgrim strolled ; 
Shunning all paths of public Fame, 
Yet shedding, wheresoe'er he came, 
Through Popish night that Gospel light 

Which leads to Jesu's fold. 
From farm to farm, from town to town — 
Feeble and grave-wards tottering down — 

The white-haired Preacher moved ; 
Gazing, with child-like fresh surprise, 
On glories of the Earth and Skies 

In the old Land he loved — 
Thus, for the last time, drinking in 

Its beauties glad and free, 
Sighing " Take but away the sin, 

This Earth were Heaven to me !" 



VI. 



Dare Rome arrest? Shall Popish hate 
Even here its hunger dare to sate, 

And snatch from Death his prize ? 
Is tottering Age of no avail, 
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The gleam of frantic zeal to quail 

In Persecutors' eyes ? 
Nay, rather, Rome prefers to strike 

Where all that's Human quails — 
Or, be 't fair Youth or feeble Age, 

She quivers not nor fails ; 
All grist that comes to Heretic mill 
Rome grinds with equal right good will ! 



VIL 

Dysart, in Fife, beheld him seized, 

Tottering and faint and old ; 
St Andrew's Castle locked him safe 

In dismal Prison-hold ; 
And Priests came flocking to his Cell 
With prayers and threats and bribes from Hell, 

To tempt him to recant, — 
Dunfermline Abbey swore to grace 
The Pervert with a noble place, 

Secure from care or want ; 
Heedless alike of threats or prayers, 
The Old Man shook his snow-white hairs, 

And answered with a smile : — 
" No bribe or boon beneath the moon, 
No threat or doom, this side the tomb, 

Shall make my Soul resile, — 
The Truth I've bought, and will not sell 
For love of Earth or fear of Hell." 
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VIII. 

The great Cathedral Church was thronged 
With Crowds, half mad and many-tongued, 

When Mill to trial came ; 
Priests shrank from where loud curses showered, 
And close beside their Prelates cowered — 
Ringed round with Arms, to quell alarms 

Should popular Tumult flame ! 
St Andrews' Archbishop sat throned 

With Prelates round his Chair — 
Brechin and Moray, and Caithness, 
With baser Minions, you may guess, 

Much prized and needed there — 
Of whom the Chief, for deed of shame, 
Was Andrew Oliphant by name, 
Selected, for his Hangman skill, 
To lead the charge on Walter MilL 



IX. 

Hush, who goes tottering up that Stair, 
With helpless gait and snow-white hair, 
Feeble and lame, and out of breath, 
As half within the clutch of Death ? 
Tis Walter Mill, past eighty-two, 
From whom the Grave demands her due 
By Nature's gentle laws, 
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But whom the Priests of Rome would thrust 
A few days sooner to the dust, 

For hate of Gospel-cause ! 
He reached the Pulpit, kneeled, and prayed 

In silence 'midst the throng, 
Till Oliphant began to upbraid : — 
" Sir Walter, be your prayers delayed, 

You keep my Lords too long ! " 
But still he prayed, in silence dread, — 

Silence that might be heard ; 
Hearts scarcely beat, and not a head 

In all that Crowd was stirred ! 
Then rising slowly from his knees, 
He leant, at once for strength and ease, 

Each hand on Pulpit side, 
Looked round with love that smothered rage, 
And then, triumphant over Age, 

To Oliphant replied : — 
" 'Sir' me no longer, Titles lie, — 
Knight of the Pope no more am I ; 
Say on, for, by the Lord I serve, 
His Truth I speak and will not swerve ! " 

x. 

List to the railing Charges, brought 

By Oliphant the base, 
And to the Answers, quick with thought, 
Which Walter Mill, with ready skill, 

Flashed through and through the case. 
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Oliphant 

Dare you affirm, in sight of Heaven, 
The Sacraments be less than Seven ? 

Mill. 

Two only come by Christ's behest ; 
The Pope is welcome to the rest 

Oliphant 

Say you, the Married state should be 
To Priests, as unto others, free? 

Mill. 

Marriage is honourable — the Bed 

Is pure for all who lawful wed; 

And Priests would lead much better lives 

With their own than other people's Wives ! 

Oliphant 

Call you the Mass, in words profane, 
Idolatrous and false and vain? 

Mill 

One Sacrifice, once offered free, 
Sufficed for God, sufficeth me ; 
All others, meant for sin to atone, 
Blaspheme — insult — that perfect One. 
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Oliphant 

You damn the virtue of Confession — 
Indulgence — Penance — Absolution ? 

Mill 

Repent ! Confess ! I ne'er could ban 
Debts due alike to God and Man ; 
'Tis your Confessional I curse 
As*Hell's most fruitful foster-nurse : 
No Priest — no Penitent — Earth can give, 
Could breathe that atmosphere and live ; 
God only can forgive — ye can 
But preach His pardon unto Man ; 
As for Indulgence — that I hate ; 
The word, the thing, I abominate 1 

Oliphant. 

The Bishop's Office you decry, 
And dare God's Servants to defy ? 

Mill 
The Office ? Nay, the men I scorn 
By whom the Flocks are starved and shorn ; 
Bishop— or Priest— or Parson be — 
Pastor — or Presbyter — for me ; 
God owns no Bishop, nor shall I, 
Whose life his Office doth belie, 
Who spends his days in sinful ease, 
Himself, but not his Lord, to please. 
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Oliphant 

You have denounced, in shameful lines, 
Our Pilgrimages to the Shrines ? 

Mill. 

Your Pilgrimages, far and near, 
No warrant have from Scripture clear ; 
And, greater Whoredoms than they see^ 
Except in Brothels none could be ! 

Oliphant 

You dare from House to House to teach, 
And even in the Fields to preach ? 

Mill. 

And by the Sea, and on the Shore, 
As did the Master I adore ! 

Oliphant. 

Rebel, how dare you with your lies, 
Both Holy Church and Pope despise? 

Mill. 

God and not Man we must obey, 

Though Death should meet us on the way; 

My Holy Mother Church is she 

Which doth with Christ's own Word agree; 
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But Holy Father have I none, 
In Earth or Heaven, but God alone ; 
My Conscience bows to Christ the Lord, 
But holds all Laws and Creeds abhorred 
That clash with His most holy Word ! 

Oliphant 

Recant, O Heretic, or I 

Will press for Sentence, and you die. 

Mill 

Die ! What is Death at eighty-two ? 
Judas, do quickly what you do ! 
Recant ! No, for I dare not lie ; 
Nor corn you'll find, nor chaff am I, — 
Not blown as chaff by wind and hail, 
Nor burst as corn beneath the flail ; 
Both 111 abide but ne'er recant, 
While God His gracious aid doth grant ! 



XI. 

His wit, and truth, and courage high, 
Thrilled every Heart, dewed every Eye, 

In that Priest-cursing crowd ; 
And when they sentenced him to die — 
A sound, Rome was not wont to hear, 
Broke from that vast assemblage clear 

In mutterings fierce and loud ! — 
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" Delivered to the secular judge," 

The hateful sentence ran ; 
But Learmont, Provost of the Town, 
Refused the sanction of the Crown, 
And scorned to sell his Soul to Hell 

Against that holy Man ; 
Nor would the basest People there 
Give rope or fuel, hemp or hair, 

That dreadful deed to aid; 
So that for one whole day at least, 
Spite hate of Prelate and of Priest, 

The Sacrifice was stayed. 
Rome tramples every Nation's laws, 

Which doth not Popery nurse ; 
And stoops for tools to serve her cause, 

Though Christendom should curse : — 
The Prelate's servant, Somerville, — 
Judge for the nonce, — doomed Walter Mill ; 
The Prelate's own Pavilion gave 
A rope to bind the Victim brave ; — 
Nor Monk, nor holy Priest and fat, 
Blushed red or burned with shame thereat ! 



XIL 



Led forth by Somerville, with Guard, 
Prepared for Christ to die; 

Cries of " Recant " his spirit jarred, 
But shaped his answer high : — 



4 
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" Ye Hypocrites, how vain your rage, 
Hounding to death God's Heritage ! 
Now eighty years and two am I — 
By course of Nature soon to die, 
And all these eighty years and two 
Hath my dear Lord to me been true ; 
He will not fail me now, nor I, 
His Name or Gospel here deny ; 
But hundreds from my dust shall rise 
To scatter you and all your lies ; 
For God doth cheer me with a hope, 
That nerves me here with Death to cope — 
That I'm the last, who, by your hand, 
Shall perish thus in this dear Land ! " 



XIII. 

" Go up," cried Oliphant the base, 

" Up to the Stake and take your place !" 

" Nay, by the Lord," cried Walter Mill, 

" I am forbid myself to kill ; 

I will not budge — lay hands on me, — 

The guilt belongs to thine and thee ! " 

The baffled Oliphant growled fierce, 

And thrust him to the Stake ; 
The aged Martyr, tottering, seemed 
To sing, while Eyes around him streamed, 

And Hearts beat like to break : — 
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" With quickened step, and heart aglow, 
To my God's altar thus I go !" 
Then bowed he low, in silent prayer, 

So white and brave and good, 
Till sobs of anguish rent the air 

Where all the People stood ; 
Then rose he up among the coals, 

High heaped around the Stake, 
And pled the People for their souls. 

Till every Heart-string brake : — 
" I suffer here, Friends, for no crime, 
Though, God knows, sinful in my time, 
I suffer — gladly die, — in sooth, 
For Christ and Holy Bible Truth; 
Glory to Him, who deigns to seal, 
With blood of mine the Truths that heal ! 
Good People, be no longer fed 
With Bishop's lies for Gospel bread, — 
Monks, Friars, all the babbling Fry 
Of Papal Antichrist defy ; 
And seek through Christ, through Christ alone, 
For mercy at the Father's Throne ! " 



xv. 



Fierce murmurs loud and louder rose, 

Against that Priestly Crew ; 
Eyes glanced, and Hands were clenched for 
blows, — 



46 ScaUh WMMes. 



While himdreds, stricken diimb with woes, 

Aloof in rage withdrew : 
The Hangman Ohphant beheld 
The Tumult that amidst them swelled, 
Updrew die Rope and bound him high — 
Swift nred the train and let him die; 
While through the crackling flame and noise 
The ear drank in this feeble voice : — 
" Pray for me, gentle People, pray, 
Ere yet my life hath passed away ; 
Jesus, have mercy upon me, 
Father, I yield my Soul to Thee I " 
His white hair, shrivelled in the smoke, 

At eighty years and two, 
Proclaimed that every tie was broke, 
That e'er had bound, to Scottish ground, 

The Pope and all his Crew — 
Nor Earth nor Hell shall bind again 
Round Scotland's Heart that broken chain ! 



XVI. 

Twas April, Fifteen-fifty-eight, 
When Mill thus met the Martyr's fete ; 
And, where they burned to dust his bones, 
The People reared a pile of Stones — 
By Popish hands demolished quite, 

And scattered every day, 
Yet higher piled, from night to night, 
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By hands that dared, in Rome's despite, 
To crown the site with cairn of white, 

Where Martyr's ashes lay ! 
Nay, Priest and Prelate shook to hear 
That Oaths from Peasant up to Peer 

And Covenant-Bonds were sworn ; 
That every Patriot in the Land 
Should fight, and die with sword in hand, 
Rather than be by Pope's decree 

Thus trampled on and torn ; 
Rome, all too late, shall learn to rue, 
The Man she burned at Eighty-two ! 



JOHN KNOX. 



&ft& tit fOUtt$. 

(1572.) 



'flTHO marcheih there, with dauntless air, 
*^ At good George Wishaifs hand, — 
Bearing aloft a naked Sword 
To shield that Preacher of the Word 

From Popish dart or brand ? 
Of middle height, and slender make. 

Of forty years or so ; 
With long deep-flowing beard of brown, 
And broad Scotch bonnet on his crown 

With thistle top a-blow ; 
With aspect stern, and ready frown, 

And eyes, whose stedfast gaze 
Made Liars blush, and Cowards quail, 
And conscious Hypocrites turn pale, 

Beneath their quenchless blaze ;— 
The Bearer of that sword hath won 
The name of Scotland's greatest son ! 
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11. 

At Gifford-Gait, in Haddington, 

Our Hero-child was born ; 
But Renfrew's rich and royal shin 
Where heart of Wallace Wight took fire 

'Gainst cruel Southron's scorn — 
Was once the Home of his Forbears ; 
Ranfurley, Craigends, Knock, were theirs, 

As writ in Scrolls of Eld, 
And John of Knock — the name he wears — 

By many a Sire was held. 



in. 

St. Andrews fed, and fired with Truth, 
The kindling thoughts of Scotland's youth 

In that deep-brooding Age ; 
John Mair, of St Salvator's, turned 
Their eyes where Truth and Freedom burned 

On Learning's deathless page, — 
And dared to challenge, and to test, 
The Faith which blinded Priests professed. 
And, first of all his Scholars, came 
Our youthful student, Knox by name ; 
Chosen to teach while yet a Boy, 

For quick and pregnant parts, 
To his good Master's pride and joy, 

Philosophy and Arts ; 
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Ordained a Priest, still under age. 

That Mother-Church might show 
Her hope, he would her battles wage ;-— 
With arms from Jerome's learned mine, 
With " Texts" from Augustine divine, 
Equipped 'gainst every foe ! 



IV. 



But now his thirtieth year hath come — 
And still her Champion-priest is dumb, 

And Rome looks half a-skance ; 
'Tis whispered that he deeply pores 
On Holy Scripture, and ignores 

All Creeds that Priests advance — 
Hinting that only God's pure Word 
Can be, of Human Conscience, Lord ! 
But still he held his peace, and still 

For seven long years or more, 
He drank at Bible-wells his fill, 

And mastered Sacred Lore, — 
Till, ripe in years and ripe in faith, 

He burst the Romish yoke, 
Renounced the Church, and dared the death 

Her Minions might invoke : — 
The year was Fifteen-forty-two, 
And Hearts that beat to Scotland true 

Have marked with joy sincere, — 
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That then her Parliament decreed 
The Bible free for all to read 
In Mother-tongue so dear ; 
Her Knox reformed — Her Bible free — 
That year to Scotland dear should be ! 



v. 

Then Cardinal Beaton chafed and fumed ; 
His eyes with Heretic-hate illumed, 

While gloating on the Stake, 
Already rising to his view — 
Where Knox and all this " Bible " crew, 

Their thirst for Truth should slake ; 
But when he learned his Victim safe, 

Beyond St Andrews' bounds, 
He and his Priestlings gnashed their teeth 

Like hungry baffled hounds ; 
They sentenced him to death by fire, 

Unfrocked him as a Priest, 
And gave assassins Papal hire, 
To bring him there by foul or fair — 

To fetch his head at least ! 
But Douglas bold, Longniddry's Laird, 
And Cockburn, Ormiston, prepared 
For him, as Tutor in their home, 
A refuge from the rage of Rome ; 
And still the Villager can show 
" John Knox's Kirk," of long ago — 
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Where erst the Tutor, learning-fraught, 
His Pupils catechised and taught, 
And people flocked, from far and near, 
Their Readings in God's Word to hear. 

VI. 

Four fruitful years thus passed, and found 

Him close at Wishart's side, 
Bearing through his last Preaching-round, 

With courage true and tried, 
That naked Sword, that turned the knife 
Of dark Assassin from his life. 
At last, when Wishart was betrayed, 
The Tutor drew his Guardian blade — 

For him, with him, to die ; 
But, at the Martyr's solemn word, 
He yielded up the needless Sword, 

For Wishart made reply : — 
" Nay, nay, you shall not die ! Return 
To teach your Bairns, and do not mourn ; 
Ane for this Sacrifice shall be 
Sufficient, and that ane is Me ! " 



VII. 

Revenge on " Blood for Blood n hath cried- 
Beaton a Villain's death hath died, 
Justly though foully slain ; 
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And, from St Andrews Castle waves 
Signal, that Scotland owns no Slaves, 

Or swears to break their chain ! 
And thither flocked the Nation's best — 
By Popish despotism oppressed — 

The Friends of Gospel-truth : — 
Sir David Lyndsay, with his quill 

Of vitriol, void of ruth, 
And Henry Balnaves of HallhiU, 

High Secretary of State, 
With other names, whose after-claims 

Enrolled them with the Great ! 
And there Niddrie and Ormiston 

Persuaded Knox to flee, 
From clutch of Prelate Hamilton — 
The Regent's bastard brother base — 

Promoted to the See, 
Who burst like Sleuth-hound on the chase, 
Eager to canonize his reign 
With blood of this Arch-Heretic slain 1 



VIII. 

As Tutor, while he lectured there 
And catechised his " Boys," 

Calls for his " Preaching " filled the air- 
Borne on the public Voice ; 

But Knox, to all their pleadings proof, 

From Holy Office held aloof. 
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Yet God knows how to call His own : — 

The Preacher of the Garrison, 

John Rough by name, did next Lord's Day, 

God's Truth before the People lay — 

The Congregation's right to call 

Whom God made fittest of them all, 

Alike by gifts and grace — 
Then turning full upon John Knox, 

Right in the People's face, 
" Brother," he said, " in name of God, 

And of His Son most high, 
I give you here the People's Call, 
And charge you, lest His wrath should fall, 

If you that Call deny — 
The People's Voice God's Voice must be, 
Uttered united thus and free ! " 
Then, as one man the Assembly rose, 

And bent to Knox's seat — 
" We call you in the name of God ! " 
They said — but still he lowlier bowed, 

And vainly sought retreat. 
" Refuse," the Preacher solemn said, 
" And God's displeasure 's on thee laid ; 
Accept, and God's rich grace shall be 
All-0//-sufficient unto thee ! " 
Then pale and trembling Knox arose, 

And hush of silence fell, 
His lips he struggled to unclose — 

The burdened Heart to tell, 
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But failed ; and, bursting into tears, 

Rushed off to be alone, 
And poured into his Saviour's ears 

What none on Earth had known ! 
He hears the Call — He sees the Road- 
And fixes All, — alone with God. 



IX. 



Dean Annand, cunning as a fox, 

Had Rough outwitted quite ; 
But, panoplied for sterner shocks, — 
" Popery is Antichrist," cried Knox, 

And dared him to the fight. 
John Mair, with the Professors, came, — 
Friars and Monks of every name ; 
The Abbey's proud Sub-Prior too, 
With Canons in their Order due, 

And Crowds flocked thick to hear ; 
While Niddrie's whisper — " By my faith, 
The Pope runs risk o' meikle skaith ; 
His old defence of fire and sword 
Avails not 'gainst God's naked Word !" — 

Was answered with a cheer. 
" Popery is Antichrist accurst " — 
Knox thundered, from the very first, 

And proved it by the Word ; 
God's axe right to the root was driven, 
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No quarter asked, and none was given, 
For Compromise abhorred ! 



x. 



Then Wynram, Vicar-General, stung 

By his Archbishop's jibe, 
A great Convention called, of all — 
In Abbey or in College Hall — 

The learned and priestly Tribe, 
And summoned Knox and Rough to appear, 
Charges of Heresy to hear 

And answer for their life ; 
While Wynram's self, half-convert too, 
Deputed a Grey Friar true 

To busk him for the strife. 
Nine Charges, by their Works supplied, 

Were launched at either head ; 
And cautious Wynram reasoned wide, 

On what " the Church " had said ; 
But Knox, with sledge-like blow replied, — 
" God's Word must be our only Rule, 
No Church or Council — Creed or School ; — 
God's Word, and nothing less or more, 
And nothing else, we bow before !" 
Then forward Friar Arbuckle stept 

And entered in the lists, — 
But floundered badly from the strokes, 
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Showered pitilessly down by Knox 

With double-clenched fists ; — 
" God's Church must stand upon God's Word," 

Knox thundered in his ear, 
" My Pope is Jesus Christ the Lord \" 
The Friar muttered — " Worse and worse T — 
Struck dumb as if by Oath or Curse, 

And stroked himself with fear, 
Collapsing speechless ; — and they say, 
That, ever from Arbuckle's day, 
Papists were sworn to hold aloof 
From high Debate or public Proof. 



XI. 



For one thing, fair St. Andrews town 

Old Scotland loves thee well, — 
That when the Reformation ray 
Transpierced the Popish gloom with day, 

And burst the Romish spell, 
Within thy borders first was spread 
The Holy Feast of Wine and Bread, 

The Supper of our Lord, 
Ordained in name of Christ our Head 

In His most blessed Word, — 
From Man's vain superstitions free, 
Perfect in pure Simplicity ! 
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XII. 



Besieged by sea — besieged by land — 
With Frenchmen under Strozzi's hand, 

Hirelings of Popish gold, 
St Andrews Garrison, though brave, 
Surrendered, — precious lives to save, 

And still their freedom hold ; 
But faith was broken, and afar 
They passed as prisoners of war, 

Exiled and bought and sold ! 
Chained to the Galleys as a slave, 

For nineteen months or more, — 
Through Winter's cold and Summer's heat, 
Mid pangs of Heart, and fever-beat, 

John Knox toiled at his Oar; 
While People, on the Streets at home, 
Mocked at and chaffed the Church of Rome 

In Ballads by the score — 
Singing, " Priests, content ye now, Priests content 

ye now, 
For Norman and his Companie has fillit the Galleys 
fou." 



XIII. 



But chains nor fever could not tame 
His Heart, nor quench his Faith ; 
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At Nantes, upon the Loire, they came 
With Holy Virgin's Image gay, 

Decked out in Popish graith, 
That all who in the Galleys lay 

Should kiss her and be saved ; 
Refused — the Priest would not desist, 
Forcing the Prisoners to kiss 't, 

But Knox would not be braved ; 
He seized the gaudy worthless Toy, 

And, pitching^ in the Stream, 
Cried — " Lat oor Ladye save hirseT, 
She's licht enow, the sooth to tell — 

There, lat her learn to sweem V 



XIV. 



" John Knox, bond-slave of Jesus Christ " 

His Letters now were signed ; 
" Confession " of his Faith he penned, 
And " Prefece " for the Book of friend, 

Balnaves, still close confined ; 
" Lying in irons," " fever-struck," 

Despaired of once by all, — 
It chanced the Galley drifted nigh, 
Where old St Andrews Steeple high 

On longing Eyes might fall ; 
He looked — he raised his fevered head — 
And thus to Sir James Balfour said : — 
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" That Steeple marks the spot, where God 

First opened these poor lips ; 
Nor shall this wretched carcass fail, 

Nor Death my days eclipse, 
Till yet again in that same place 
I glorify the God of grace !" 



xv. 

England at length received him safe, 

In good King Edward's reign, 
Where, for five fearless fruitful years, 
He thundered in that Nation's ears 

His Message swift and plain : — 
" The Pope's Mass is an Idol ! Come 

From out the unhallowed Tryst ; 
Down with the ' round-clipt ' God of Rome, 

And let us worship Christ !" 
Berwick-on-Tweed his Message heard ; 
And Tonstal, Durham's Bishop, stirred 

The Council of the North, 
Who, at Newcastle, heard his plea — 
" The Mass an Idol " — handled free 

And bravely argued forth, 
With " Spare no Arrows !" for his cry, 
Till not a Papist dared reply. 
England, through all her Northern Shires, 

The King's Scotch Chaplain knew, 
Whose Voice like battle-clarion rung — I 
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Who bore God's Word upon his tongue, — 

And down the gauntlet threw 
To friends or foes, who durst oppose 

God's pure Evangel true ; 
Until the Warden General there, 
Duke of Northumberland, did bear 
Charge of his " misdemeanours " high 

Against both Church and State ; 
And Knox was summoned to appear, 
Himself before the King to clear, 

Or meet a righteous fate. 



XVI. 

High Council met at London then — 
Of England's best and noblest men, 

Around their youthful King ; 
Protector Somerset was there, 
And Cranmer of Canterbury fair, 

Their shield o'er Knox to fling ; 
There, Godrick, Ely's Bishop too, 

Lord Chancellor of the Realm, 
Bedford, Northampton, Shrewsbury, 
And other Lords and Earls high, 

Who steered the Nation's helm ; 
But Knox's fearless Speech, and wise, 

Steeped deep in Bible-lore, 

Acquitted him in all their eyes, 

-4 
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And cleared his name, and blew his fame 
Still brighter than before ! 

XVII. 

And then Promotion waved her hand, 

And beckoned him to rise ; 
All-Hallows in the City, worth 
A Comity in the poorer North, 

Was offered for a prize ; 
But Knox refused — and when the King, 
By seal of his own signet-ring, 
Named him Lord Bishop (if you please ! ) 
Of one of England's richest Sees — 
A prize at least that seldom Priest 

Hath managed to despise — 
Still Knox refused the tempting bait ; 
And, challenged by the King in State, 

Thus reasoned grave and wise : — 
" Your Majesty, and noble Lords, 
Hear plain but not ungrateful words 

From one you honour so ; — 
Preacher of God's Evangel — I, 
Nor nobler rank beneath the sky, 

Nor usefuller I know ; 
No other Bishop God allows — 
No Prelate high, with mitred brows, 

Lording it o'er the rest ; 
Priest — Pastor — Bishop — what you will — 
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Minister — Presbyter — but still 
Each faithful Servant of the Lord, 
Ordained for Sacrament and Word, 

Is Bishop with the best ! 
For your great Church of England here, 
Which I have served with conscience clear, 

As Chaplain of the Word — 
Unfettered or in Heart or Tongue, 

Save by ' Thus saith the Lord !'— 
My daily prayer to God shall be 
To see those ' Dregs of Papistries 

Whereby she's still deformed, 
Swept clean from out her c Book of Prayer ' 
And ' Articles,' and ' Order ' fair, — 
That, after Christ's own Pattern given, 
She may her pure brow lift to Heaven, 

As Scripturally Reformed 1" 



XVHL 

The King, in Council of the Lords, 
Thereon dismissed him with " soft words ;" 
" A gude and godlie Prince is he !" 

Quoth Knox as he withdrew, 
" Gif of his awn Will he micht be 
The Laird alane and Maister free " — 

And History stamps it true. 
King Edward, Cranmer, England's best, 



Oft listened, while John Knox expressed 

His views of Church and State ; 
Churchmen alike, and Statesmen wise, 
Stern truth and sterling worth could prize, 
Which would not, by a hairbreadth, budge 
From God's own Word, as final Judge 

And Umpire in debate. 
But English Churchmen of to-day 

Forget, that Knox's hand 
Revised their " Book of Common Prayer," 
And shaped their " Articles " to bear 

Still less of Papal brand ; 
Like Weston, they have dared to blot 
The memory of " that runnagate Scot ;" 
Have cast the " Protestant " name aside, 
And " unchurched," in their " Churchly " pride, 

The Church of Knox's Land ; 
But, by the Faith of Edward's day, 

A grander time shall come, 
When Cranmer's Church, and Knox's too, 
Built both on God's foundations true, 
On Bible plane shall meet again — 
One Creed, one Order, to maintain, 

And all their Foes strike dumb ! 



Alas ! that same eventful year, 
The good King Edward died ; 
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And Bloody Mary took the throne, 
With demon Creatures of her own, 

Blood thirsting at her side ; 
Swiftly the wildest fears were sealed — 

Six months, or less, beheld 
All Reformation-Acts repealed, 
All Gospel Light, all Civil Right, 

By fire and faggot quelled. 
From North to South, from East to West, 

Knox made his presence felt ; 
At Berwick town, and Buckingham, 
At London, and at Amersham, 

Where Wickliffs people dwelt ; 
Till, hunted nigh to Death, he groaned 
And o'er his " Wickit carcass " moaned — 

Crushed by a double cross ; — 
For old Sir Richard now denied 
That Marjory Bowes should be his Bride, 
Though wooed and won long years agone, 
And sworn till death in plighted faith 

Despite all Earthly loss ; — 
But careful Friends here stept between 

To baffle Popish foes, 
Half-snatched him from the perilous scene, 
And shipped him safe across the sea, — 
That at Dieppe in Normandie 

His Soul might find repose. 
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But on his exiled ear, still broke 

The groans of those, who bore the yoke 

And bled for England's sake; — 
And Rest seemed but ignoble — far 
From scenes where Rome waged deadliest war 

With faggot, sword, and stake : — 
" If life," his Letters cried, "remain, 
By God's grace I shall come again 

To battle with the Foe ; 
That I am ready for the fight, 
England — her Popish Priests despite — 

And Scotland tpo shall know." 
Dragging an Exile's weary chain, 
Oft from and to Dieppe again, 

Through France and Switzerland, 
He went and came, with heart aflame, 
For news of Glory or of Shame, 

From Britain's bleeding Strand : 
Then, fixing down his heart the while, 
These exiled Wanderings to beguile — 

Though fifty years of age, 
He learned the grand old Hebrew tongue, 
And read the Words that David sung, 

Fresh from his deathless page, 
Or listened, while Isaiah poured 
His awful Burden from the Lord — 

Rapt in prophetic rage ! 
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XXI. 

Called now to Frankfort-on-the-Maine, 

By English Refugees, 
He strove their Prayer Book to maintain — 
From " Fooleries * of Popish strain 
Purged, Bible-hearts to please ; — 
But Cox's malcontents destroyed 
Their joys, and all their peace alloyed, 
With treason's breath, and whispered lies, 

Till Knox at last withdrew ; 
And cherished, in seclusion wise, 

That Friendship, deep and true, 
Which made him brother-soul, till death, 
With France's Soldier of the Faith- 
Geneva's Priest and King, — 
John Calvin, with his crystal Brain, 
And cloudless Intellect, and strain 
Of massive clear-cut Common Sense, 
Supreme of all, in logic fence, 
Whose praises here I sing 1 



XXII. 



Still at his heart Home-hunger gnawed, 

And Scotland filled his dream, 
With longings for the Kirk of God, — 
With longings too for Marjory Bowes, 
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Who strolled with lone and thoughtful brows, 
By Tweed's dear silver stream, — 

Till August, Fiffceen-forty-five, 

Her lord from Exile did arrive 
In ancient Berwick town, 

And claimed his long-affianced Bride 

For life — for death — whate'er betide — 
His Marjory, his own ! 

XXIII. 

Twelve months of secret Mission, then, 

Set Scotland's Heart on fire ; 
Her purest Women, noblest Men, 
From house to house, from town to town, 
Swore that all Idols should go down 

And Popery must retire ! 
First at James Symes of Edinbro', 

A Burgess good and true — 
Council was held, and high debate, 
From early Dawn till Evening late, 

With audience fit though few — 
" If they the Popish Mass should flee, 
As rank and foul Idolatrie ? " 
John Erskine, Laird of Dun, was there, — 
In culture first beyond compare ; 
There William, Maitland's gifted son, — 
The supple Laird of Lethington ; 
John Willock, English Refugee, 
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The Preaching Friar, bold and free ; 
Lockhart of Bar, and many a Laird, 

And many a Burgess bold, 
Like David Forrest, there repaired ; 
And noble Women, now unknown, 
Like faithful Lizabeth Adamson, — 
James Barron's spouse, around whose brows 

This garland Fame hath rolled ; — 
From day to night, from night to day, 
In high Debate each had his say — 
With open Bible on the Board, 

And God for Umpire there, 
Till every Heart the Mass abhorred, 
And vowed, in proof, to hold aloof 

From Popery's Idol-snare ; — 
Maitland himself, confessing free, 
When Knox had shattered every plea : — 
" How shall our ' shifts ' with God avail, 
Which thus with men ignobly fail 1" 

XXIV. 

In Angus, with the Laird of Dun, 
Ceaseless he fired his Gospel-gun, 

One month on end or more ; 
Then in the West at Calder House, 
Where Lord St John held high carouse, 

With noble Knights galore, — 
Lord Lorn, Argyll's ascending star, 



Scotch IVort/iiis. 



Lord Erskine, future Earl of Mar, 
And young Lord James, the best by far, 

And greatest of them all ; 
Half-brother of the Queen of Scots — 
Whose white Escutcheon, free from blots, 
Approves the name, which, with acclaim, 
The People gave when round his Grave 

They mourned his cruel fall — 
" Good Regent Moray " — Kingliest Soul, 
That blazons on the Stuart Scroll ! 



In Kyle, Knox blew the Lollard fire 

To whiter heat of Faith ; 
At Gadgirth, Ayr, and Ochiltree, 
Glad " from his den of Ease " to flee, 

He preached in teeth of Death ; 
Protected by the Laird of Bar, 

And Kinyeaccleugh the stem, 
And Finlayston's proud Chief, whose star 
Proclaimed him — shining from afar — 

The Earl of Glencaira 1 
Seated at Holy Supper, free 
From carnal " Dregs of Papistrie," 

Where'er the Preacher came, 
The People, as by silent oath, 
Renounced the Mass, and, nothing loath, 

Abjured the Popish name : — 
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But, Gentlemen of Mearns, to you 
History ascribes the Glory due 
For signing— of these " Bonds " which burst 
The yoke of Rome — the very first ; 
" Bonds " — which developed* with our wants, 
To "Leagues" and " Solemn Covenants " 
Of grand and world-wide fame ! 



xxvi. 



Wild Rumour, blowing red with haste, 

Now rushes to the Court, 
From Ayr, from Angus, Friars chaste 

And Priests make swift resort — 
Imploring measures to put down 
This unknown " English " preaching clown 

Who made the Pope his sport ; — 
Quoth Beaton of Glasgow, looking grave — 
" No Englishman ! 'Tis Knox the Knave ! " 
They summoned him, in secret fear, 
At Blackfriars, Edinburgh, to appear 

And answer for his life ; 
He came, with Erskine, Laird of Dun, 
And stout Supporters, many a one, 

Determined for the strife ; 
But Bishops, wily to the last, 
Discreetly from the Diet passed, 

And left the Preacher free, 
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Who, for ten days, high audience held 
In the great Lodging of Dunkeld — 
Where eager Citizens repaired, 
And Peer and Feasant, Lord and Laird, 

Flocked thick to hear and see ; 
Then, urged by the Earl Marischal 

And by Glencaim the brave, 
To the Queen-Dowager he wrote 
A " Letter," full of noble thought, 

Beseeching her to save 
Her loyal People from the sword, 
Who hated Mass, but served the Lord — 

" But for myself," quoth he, 
" Bespeaking other armour none 
Than Cod's own Holy Word alone, 

And that my Tongue be free I " 
But Mary, turning from Glencaim, 

With native craft and art, 
To Beaton, Bishop of Glasgow, said, — 
From Pests like these swift to be freed — 
" Please you, my Lord, a pasquil read ! " 

And mocked them in her heart 



Geneva " called " — and not in vain, 
For Knox's heart still clove in twain, 

And half to her was due ; 
Warm pled the aged good Argyll — 
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Swearing his Son and Heir the while 

To God's Evangel true ; 
But Knox replied : — " Geneva's Church, 

English — reformed — and free, 
Needs and demands my present aid ; 
When Scotland calls — be not afraid, 
My Heart shall burn, swift to return, 

And at her service be ! " 
Swith, when the Bishops knew him gone, 

Their Summons they renewed, 
And thus a dastard triumph won — 
Condemned him absent — burned to dross 
His effigy at Edinbro' Cross — 

And all Debate eschewed ; 
Loud from Geneva Knox replied, 

In scornful terms and free, — 
Claiming, in "Appellation" grand, 
That Peers of his own native Land, 
Not Priestly tools from Popish schools, 

His Judges ought to be ! 

XXVIII. 

Geneva, cradle of the Free, 

Our Knox found happy Home in thee, 

Two peaceful years and more ; 
Blest in the love of Child and Wife, 
Blest in the Christian Pastor's life, 

And in the Scholar's lore ; 
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And, true as Lover to his tryst, 

He ever sang thy praise, 
And called thee, " purest school of Christ 

Since Apostolic days ! ■ 
But Scotland still his vision filled, 
And Scotland's fate, whate'er he willed, 

Lay nearest to his Heart j 
Hence cried he— writing to a Friend, 
" Mongst you may I my battle end 

And die a Patriot's part ! " 
Nay, he protested at Rochelle, 
When news disheartening on them fell, 

Where he had gone to teach— 
" In old St. Giles' of Edinbro' town, 
I yet shall throw the gauntlet down 

And God's Evangel preach ! " 
Thence " Letters," as from dearest friend, 
To Scotland's " Protestants " he penned — 

Though absent still their Guide ; 
And Statesman-like " Appeals," and wise, 
That Scotland's " Nobles " should arise, 
And guard the Nation's Liberties 

From hoof of Papal pride ; 
Thence also, maddened by the news 

Of Bloody Mary's reign, 
The " First Blast " of his Trumpet sent 
" 'Gainst Women's monstrous Regiment," — 

And might have blown again, 



John Knox, 75 



If Scotland's Dowager had been — 
Or England's Mary — type of Queen ! 



XXIX. 

Once and again the Scottish Lords 

Had called for Knox's aid ; 
But Walter Mill's inhuman death — 
At which all Scotland held her breath, 

And groaned and cursed and prayed — 
Was fuel to the secret fire 

That smouldered in the Land, 
And blew to flame the fierce desire — 
That tyrannous Knaves and Popish slaves 

Be swept from Scotland's strand; 
In vain the false Queen Regent's pride 
" Conventions " of her Nobles tried — 

Cajoling as of yore ; 
In vain the Bishops, smit with fear, 
Church " Councils " held, and lent an ear 

To claims, unheard before ; 
The Papist's House — poor blinded fools ! — 

In flames around them crashed, 
While they were busy framing " Rules " — 
To sweep the Chimneys with fresh tools 

And have the Doorsteps washed ! 



In old Grey friars' Monasterie — 

The last, that Scotland ere should see, 

Of Popish Councils met ; 
When, through the bright May morning air, 
A Messenger rushed to the Chair, 

With haste and terror wet, — 
Panting forth words that struck them dumb, 
" John Knox is come ! John Knox is come ! ' 
Their courage scarce sufficed, to brand 
Him "Rebel," "Outlaw" of the Land,— 
And to dispatch, post haste I ween, 
Such wild news to the Regent Queen,— 

When Panic seized them all, 
And self-condemned the Council rose — 
Melting like loosely-drifting snows 

On which the sunbeams fall ; 
And, woe to Scotland from that hour, 
If e'er to Pope or Papal power 

Her freedom she enthrall ! 



'Twas May of Fifteen-fifty-nine, 
The hour of Scotland's need, 
For Mary's brothers, false and vain, 
The Duke of Guise and dark Lorraine, 
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Urged her, by one fell swoop of sword 
To end these " Preachers of the Word," 

And crush their " Heretic " breed ; 
So, summoned for the tenth of May 

At Stirling to appear, 
The four first Preachers of the day 

Waited in hope and fear, — 
Methven, Harlaw, and Christison, 
And Willock — whom we met anon ; — 

Their sureties, men of fame — 
George Lovell of Dundee, for one — 
Another, Erskine Laird of Dun — 
Murray of Tibbermuir, the third — 
And Kinyeancleugh, whose passion stirred 

At every deed of shame : — 
" Thank God ! " cried Knox, " who sent me here, 
In brunt of battle to appear 

And thickest of the fight, — 
Unsummoned, I to Stirling go, 
And, with these Preachers, strike a blow 

For God and Truth and Right ! " 

XXXII. 

From Perth, the Preachers and their Friends 

Erskine to Stirling sent — 
Assuring Mary, that their Crowd 
Came not for war, as some allowed, 

But peaceably intent ; 
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The false and subtle Regent Queen 

The Trial swore to stay, 
Vet, faithless as she still had been, 
Outlawed them — absent at their call — 
And fined their Sureties, one and all, 

When came the Trial day. 
Escaping, Erskine rushed to Perth, — 

And, when the news transpired, 
Swift Passion seized the mighty throng, 
While wrath and indignation strong 

The meanest Bosom fired I 
Knox preached, in thunder-loaded words, 
Against all Service, not the Lord's, — 
The Mass, idolatrous and vain, — 
Worship of Images, profane, 

For Devils not for God ! 
A silly Popish Priest then rose — 

Unbared an Altar-load 
Of Images, and madly chose 
The Holy Mass to celebrate 
In mere bravado ; — and, in hate, 
He struck a mischief-loving Boy 
That mocked, who, ready for the ploy, 

Threw back at him a stone, 
Smashing an Image to the floor — 
Whose fall, like spark on tinder-store, 
Burst into flame what slept before, 

And all restraint was gone 1 
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Altars and Images crashed down 

Beneath the People's rage ; 
In vain the Magistrates did frown, 
In vain the Preachers strove to quell 

Their passion, or assuage ; 
The Monasteries before them fell — 
Houses of Friars, Black, and Grey, 
And Monks Carthusian, ruined lay I 
And Centuries since have heard the whine 
O'er works of Art, and Windows fine, 
Dearer than Truth and Freedom fair 

To Antiquarian eyes ; 
But Christian Patriots still declare, 

The Work, though stern, was wise ; — 
Cathedrals — Churches all — prepared 
For public Prayer, — they purged and spared, 
But " Rookeries," built for Popish Nuns 

And Monks and Things abhorred, 
" Twere best to level or to burn," 
Quoth Knox, " for fear the Rooks return ! " 
And in that " rascal multitude," 
I see, through instincts fierce and rude, 

The Finger of the Lord ! 

XXXIII. 

Wild Fury seized the Regent Queen — 
Blood-shot Revenge leapt on the scene, 
Her Frenchmen march in haste ; 



These " Rebels " now shall feel her ire, 
By stroke of sword and flame of fire, 

And Perth be left a waste ! 
Then, sternly, Protestants prepared 

In self-defence to fight, — 
For Life, defying Popish ban, 
For Freedom, and the Rights of man, 

For Gospel Truth and Light I 
Deep-plotting Regent Mary sent 
Argyll and Moray, with intent 

To win the Town by guile j 
Knox warned them of her dark deceit — 

But each proclaimed, the while, 
That if she dared her Lieges cheat 
In this, they would abjure her Cause, 
And stand for Freedom and the Laws ! 
Then Knox replied, in name of all, — 
"Go, tell your Queen, whate'er befall, 
That cannot Christ's Religion be 

Which leans on fire and sword ; 
Tell her, I am prepared to stand 
Against all comers, in the Land, 

And prove it from the Word ; 
Tell her, unless they prove me wrong, 

'Tis not with Man she fights, 
But with eternal God — the strong 

Defender of our Rights ! " 
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xxxiv. 

True only to her false intent, 
French garrison she swiftly sent 

And seized the unguarded Town ; 
Deceived — disgusted — Moray true, 
Argyll, and other Lords, withdrew 

Their Service from the Crown ; 
Uprose " the Congregation " then — 
The free-born Church of Christian men, 

Scotland's best Heart and Brain, — 
Their Charter, God's Evangel true, 
Alone, yet all-sufficient too, 

While Heaven and Earth remain ; 
And Nobles, Scotland loves to name, 
" Lords of the Congregation," came 

Her Liberties to guard, — 
Twice noble, by the immortal fame 

Which is their just award ! 
Earls — Glencairn, Monteith, and Rothes, 

With Moray and Argyll ; 
Lords — Ruthven, Boyd, and Ochiltree ; 
Barons — of Mearns, and Angus free, 
Of Fife, Monteith, and Galloway, 
Of Carrick, famed in Brace's day, 

Of Cunningham and Kyle ; — 
Hence, our grand Twin historic words, 
The "Congregation" and the "Lords !" 

F 



At Crail — at Anstnither— Knox proclai: 
His Mission, with the good Lord James, 

Earl and Prior u 
And with the brave Argyll to meet, 
Right at the Scottish Primate's seat, 

Empowered by order due,— 
To abolish Popish Worship there, 
And set up God's Evangel fair, 

As type for all the Land ; 
For thus the " Lords " had made decree, 
Approved by Congregation free, 
To sweep, where'er they have the power, 
Rome's Rites and Relics, from that hour, 

Clean nirth of Scotland's strand. 
Fierce growled the Archbishop, then, and swore, 

With message to the Lords,— 
If Knox dared in that Church appear, 
A hundred Spearmen, planted near, 

Would fire and draw their swords ; 
Forewarning, pleading, all appealed 

The Preacher to refrain, 
But Knox their lips in silence sealed, 
Protesting thus, with fearless soul, 

In solemn, lofty strain : — 
" God is my Witness ! Now, the goal 

Of years and tears is nigh, 
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The Lord, that brought me hither, can — 
But weapon and but hand of man — 
Protect this life; till, in his strife, 

My time shall come to die ; 
Not in contempt, and not in fear, 
I in that Pulpit shall appear, 

And humble audience crave 
For God and his Evangel free — 
And mine, not yours, the blame shall be, 

That I this hazard brave ! " 



XXXVL 

And preach he did — to mighty Throng 

Of People, Priests, and Peers, 
Unchallenged by a Papal tongue, 

Or by the Primate's spears ; 
Day after day God's thunder pealed, 
'Gainst Idols false and vain revealed, 

As if from lips on fire, — 
Till on the fourth day, all agreed, 
Provost and Magistrates proceed 
To cleanse their Church from Images 
And Pictures framed for suppliant knees, 

All Papistrie's attire, 
And set up Gospel-Worship pure — 
Ordained of Christ Himself to endure. 
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While Knox, round doomed Jericho, 
His ram's-horn trumpet went to blow, 

Loudly and loftily ! 
At Kelso, Jedburgh, Dumfries, 

And Ayr, his Trumpet blew ; 
At Stirling, Brechin, Perth, Montrose, 
Dundee, St Andrews, — sternly rose 
The Nation's cry, to have,— or die, — 

God's own Evangel true. 
O fruitful Fifteen-fifty-nine ! 

Our Knox arrived in May, 
And, ere September's moon did shine, 
Eight Scottish Towns, which here I name 
As worthy of eternal fame, 

Had Popery swept away, 
And purged their House of Common Prayer, 
And set up God's pure worship there, 

With Pastors of their choice : — 
St Andrews, Edinbro', Dundee, 
Perth, Brechin, and Montrose, were free ; 
Stirling and Ayr with them agree 

And in their light rejoice ! 
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Thick grew the Battle, then, between 

The Patriot " Lords " and " Regent " Queen ; 

And Knox, with Statesman foresight, prayed 



England's Elizabeth to aid 

Their Cause which was her own — 
Aid, slowly and with grudges given, 
Vet, veriest means that, under Heaven, 

Still kept her on her Throne 1 
But Knox's soul could not agree 
With " crookit wiles of policie," 

Intrigues of peace and war; 
Maitland and Cecil caught the clue, 
And wrought it out between them two, 

With fitter hands by far. 
" Suspended," by "Convention" high, 
From her abused authority 

Till Parliament should meet, — 
The Queen, with Frenchmen at her back, 
Pressed hard upon the Patriots' track 

And seemed the " Lords " to beat ; 
But Knox's spirit, unsubdued, 
Still fired the fainting multitude, 
And poured forth wise and weighty words, 
And ruled the People and the Lords; 
Until at last, the Regent past, 

By timely death away, 
And England's army, in the Forth, 

Around the Frenchmen lay, 
And France's Guise and false Lorraine, 
Through turmoils of their own, were fain 

To call their Soldiers home, — 
Constrained to let our Scotland be 
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Self-ruled by her own Councils free, 
The death-knell sure to Rome 1 



XXXIX. 

Tis July, Fifteen-Sixty, now — 
Let every Scot unbare his brow 

For God and Fatherland ; 
Old Scotland, that eventful year, 
Renounced, in tones the World should hear, 

The Pope and all his Band ! 
Her ancient, famous Three Estates 

Passed, well-nigh with acclaim, 
The " Protestant Petition " bold,— 
"That Christian Doctrine, henceforth, hold 
That warmest part, in Scotland's heart, 

Which Antichrist did shame ; 
That Worship be reformed and pure, 

According to the Word, 
And Discipline, divine and sure, 

Ordained of Christ the Lord ; 
And that the Church's Revenue 
Should, first of all, with Stipend due 

Her Ministers maintain, 
Then educate our Children all, — 
And keep the Poor, whose pitiless call 

Should reach us not in vain 1 " 
Ere August's moon did wax and wane, 

The " Scotch Confession " leapt 
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Full-formed, from out our Knox's brain, 

'Gainst every Foe equipt ; 
For God's own Truth had quick assent 
From that Free Christian Parliament, 

With Scotland at their back ; 
Lords AtholL Borthwick, Somerville, 
Dissenting sole — quoth Knox, " But still, 

The Bishops naething spak I " 
Their Lordships of St. Andrews fair, 
Dunkeld, and eke Dunblane, were there, 
And, by their silence, gave consent — 
" To abjure all Papal Government, 
The Mass prohibit, and all Laws 
Rescind, that helped the Popish cause, 

Or Christ's Evangel banned." 
Thus Parliament high Sanction gave 
To Verdict of the Nation grave, 
And Scotland stood, from hill to flood, 

A free Reformed Land 1 



With Heart on fire, yet cloudless Brain, 
Knox and his Compeers toiled 

For (?oyfe/-Church in (Jflf/W-State— 

Each free, yet both co-ordinate- 
By Man's conceits unsoiled. 

Their grand Kirk-Polity they drew 
From no Church in the World, — 
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No, not Geneva's self, though true, — 
But from the Lord, whose perfect Word 

Truth's stainless Flag unfurled I 
The Kirk — December of that year — 

Her first Assembly held, — 
Whose free and fearless Argument, 
In Scotland's Spiritual Parliament, 

Hath never since been quelled ; 
At first but Forty gathered there, 

And Six of these alone 
Were Ministers, — the rest did bear, 
As Elders, rule and equal care 
Within God's House, where Christ allows 

No rival on His Throne. 
But One transcendent Soul was there, 
Whom all the Centuries declare 

A King and Priest of men ; 
And listen, Scotland, to the plan 
Knox launched, to place thee in the van 

Of Nations, now as then : — 
" A Kirk of God, first let there be, 
In every Parish, fair to see ; 
And Grammar Schule, beside it there, 
To give all Childer liberal Lair ; 
A College, in ilk populous Town, 
With Arts and Letters for its crown ; 
And, head supreme o'er all of these, 
Our Nation's Universities ; — 
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That every Scot have chance to climb 
Up Learning's Ladder, steep, sublime I" 

XLI. 

Old Scotland rang from shore to shore 

In August, " Sixty-one," 
And blessed the happy breeze that bore 
Their Queen, — a widow yet a Girl, — 
Alike from French and Popish peril, 

Back to her native Throne ; 
And trumpets blared and bugles blew, 

And Peer and Peasant joined, 
In ancient Loyalty, and true, 

With single heart and mind, 
To give such Welcome to their Queen 
As Scotchmen ne'er before had seen ! 
Beauty sat throned upon her brow, 

And hers was every charm 
Before which Men are wont to bow, 

And Foes in haste disarm ; 
And Scotland almost worshipped her, 

And had her Heart been true — 
Unpoisoned by the false Lorraine, 
And Duke of Guise, her Uncles twain, — 
She might have drawn these loyal Lands 
By cords of love, and silken bands, 
In whatsoe'er Obedience fair 

To God and her was due ; 
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And Mary, Queen of Scots, had been 

Both Europe's pride, and Scotland's Queen ! 

XLII. 

One Head alone kept cool and clear, — 
One Heart, nor flattery nor fear 

Unbalanced or alarmed ; 
Knox knew the Syren-Queen had come 
To charm dear Scotland back to Rome, 

And stood for battle armed ; 
Through Patriot-eyes, with sad surmise. 

He drank the dizzy scene — 
Rebuked the Revels of the Court, — 
" French fillocks, fiddlers, and all sort 
Of skippings, less than comely fair 
For honest gentle-folks to share ! " 
He reasoned with the pliant Lords, 
Who knuckled to the Popish hordes 

That rallied round the Queen, — 
Protesting, when they left her " free " 

For Mass at Holyrood — 
" Her freedom shall your thraldom be," 

And History made it good ! 
Then, in the Pulpit of St Giles, 
He warned the Land of Popish wiles, 

And lit his beacon-fire, 
And fanned its flame with mighty breath, 
And single-handed, scorning death, 






His bugle blew, his banner waved, 

That Scotland might, for Christ, be saved 

From Rome and Ruin dire ; — 
Crying — "One Popish Mass, I fear 

More than ten thousand swords ; 
No Idol must be worshipped here — 
Else Scotland falls, and Scripture calls, 

'This Land is not the Lord's.'" 



The Queen, with perfect instinct, felt- 
No Pope could rule the Land, 
Till either Knox before her knelt 

Or perished by her hand ; 
Supreme in State-craft, and the skill 
That breaks or bends all other will, — 
Triumphant in the art, which throws 
Glamour alike o'er friends and foes, — 
Queen Mary deeply pledged her Soul, 
John Knox to conquer or cajole ; 
And ere one Month had gone, 
By gracious wish of hers, he stood 
Before her in old Holyrood, 

With Moray, all alone I 
Long and familiar Conference 

These Master-Spirits held, 

With gentle stroke of either lance 

By faultless temper quelled, 
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Like Warriors, measuring, while they play, 
Swords that shall dash another day ! 
She chaffed him on his Preaching free — 
He owned, ' no Courtier could he be, 

Though loyal Heart and true ; ' 
She quizzed him for his Argument 
On "Women's Monstrous Regiment" — 
Quoth Knox, half-smiling, " sooth to tell, 
'Gainst England's wicked Jezebel, 

Not Thee, that Blast I blew ; " 
But, when she spake, with Despot-scorn, 

Of men who dared to rise 
Against their Princes — Knox, in turn, 

Flashed lightning from his eyes ; 
" Madam, if Parents should go mad, 

And arm with deadly Knives, 
Would you their children dare to blame 
Who wisely seized, and bound the same, 

To save their precious lives ? 
Nay, then — if Princes frenzied be, — 
Stark-mad, 'gainst God's Evangel free 

And sacred Rights of Man, — 
To take from them the unlawful Sword, 
And bind them, till they be restored, 

Howe'er they curse and ban — 
That is not Disobedience, No ! 

But just Obedience, due 
From those who would to Kings below 

And God above be true ! " 
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The Queen, struck dumb with blank amaze, 
In silent stupor, held her gaze 

Long fixed upon the floor ; 
Deep Passion blew her nostril wide — 
Suppressed, while sudden she replied 

As calmly as before : — 
" Subjects ought surely to obey 
Their Prince's Will, whate'er you say." 

Knox answered swift and free : — 
" But only, Madam, when God's Will 
Rules, first, both Prince and People still." 

The Queen warm pressed her plea : — 
" My Conscience, surely, is my Guide, 
Alike in Church and State," she cried, 

" And can't your Creed believe ! " 
" But, Conscience, Madam, needeth light," 
Quoth Knox, "And only theirs is right, 

Who God's pure Word receive ! " 
" Ha ! " cried the petulant young Queen, 

" You well may silence me ; 
But, I will bring you, face to face, 
With men of learning, wit, and grace, 

Who twice your match shall be ! " 
" Your gracious Majesty," quoth Knox, 

" I wish 'fore God to meet 
The wisest Head, in Papal flocks, 

Here at your Royal feet, — 
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To prove to your conviction clear, 
That God's own Truth we follow here — 

Whate'er the Scripture saith ; 
But nay, the Ignorant cannot, and 
The Learned will not — dare not stand 

And answer for their Faith ! " 
A shadow darkened Mary's brow, 

And Moray signal made : — 
" Madam," quoth Knox, as he withdrew, 
"I daily pray, with reverence due, 

For God Almighty's aid, — 
That you, in Scotland's Commonwealth, 
Be blessed with virtue, peace, and health, 
Like Deborah, in Israel, 
Who all Jehovah's foes did quell ! " 

XLV. 

Henceforth these Two each other knew, 
And Scotland's fate, without debate, 

Between them balanced hung ; 
The Queen, but for that single Man, 
Had triumphed in her cherished plan, 
And humbled down our Scottish Crown, 

While Popes their blessings sung ; 
By light of Genius, keen and true, 
Knox read her Spirit, through and through, 
Pronounced her "proud and obstinate, 
And crafty — doomed to darker fate, — 



The views of Cardinal Lord Lorraine 
Being so woven with the grain 

And substance of her Heart, 
Thai both would perish, ere the twain 

Asunder rend apart ! " 
The " Holy Water of the Court " 

Damped not his Patriot zeal — 
And Maitland heard his high retort : — 
" Our freedom of Assemblies break, 
And you the Gospel from us take 

And God's own Kirk repeal ! " 
England's Ambassador's report, 
To Cecil sent, proclaimed his power : — 
" That Man's voice puts, in single hour, 
More life in us, in them more fear, 
Than thousand trumpets blustering near ! 
But when the Parliament refused 
The " Book of Discipline," and used 
Two-thirds the Church's revenue, 
To pension Popish Clergy due, 
And split the other Third, between 
The poor Kirk and the Popish Queen — 
Knox mocked them with a lofty scorn 

And cried, — "Gif this be square, 
My judgment fails ; twa pairts are torn 
Frae Christ, and tae the Deevil gi'en, 
The Third they maun divide between 

God and the Deevil fair ! " 
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XLVI. 

When Mary, like a Papist good, 
Held Carnival at Holyrood 

O'er Vassy " Massacre," 
The only Voice in Scotland then 
Was lifted by this Man of Men, 

That dared admonish her ; 
He thundered, from St. Giles, at those 
" Fiddlars and Flatterers who chose 

Rather than Men of grace," — 
And pilloried them, that dared to dance 
" O'er sorrows of God's Flock in France, 

As but Philistines base ! " 
Then swift and sharp a Summons came, 
That he should answer for the same 

In presence of the Queen ; 
At once appearing, he did crave, 
His judges would the goodness have 
Themselves to hear his Sermon o'er, 
Repeated word for word, before 

They judged what he could mean ; 
This granted — Mary, fairly caught, 

For once a Sermon heard, 
With undiluted Gospel fraught 

And holy Passion stirred, — 
So just and true, so brave and good, 
That speechless all Accusers stood, 

And Knox retired with glee, 

G 



Retorting, when the Courtiers said 
In whispers, " See, he's not afraid ! " 

"Afraid? why should I be? 
Faces of angry Men I've seen, 
And not too much alarmed have been— 
The gentle grace of Woman's face 

Why should I fear to see ? " 



Lo ! once again, this peerless Queen 

With skill consummate tries, 
To charm, by art, John Knox's pride, — 
Or, if she fail, to cast aside 

All further vain disguise, 
And fight it to the bitter death 
While either owns a living breath t 
She sent for him, by gracious prayer, 
To meet her at Lochleven fair ; 

And then implored his aid, 
'Gainst those Disturbers of the West, 
Who peaceful Papists dared molest 

Wherever Mass was said ; 
" They take from me my Sword," she cried, 

And looked her sweetest look ; 
" Madam, the Sword is God's," replied 
John Knox, "yours, but to be applied 

According to His Book ! " 
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Next Mom, a-hawking at Kinross, 
She threw herself his path across — 
Started, with confidential wile, 
The "family-quarreUs" of Argyll, 
And warmly begged him — " for her sake 
To try domestic peace to make 
Between the Earl and his Wife, 
His friends, and dear to her as life ! 
For once, — an hour, perchance a day — 
Distrust she managed to allay 

Even in Knox's breast, 
And when he heard her ready oath, — 
That Justice should be done to both 

And neither side oppressed, — 
He left her, half-inclined, for shame, 
Himself and not the Queen to blame ! 



XLVIII. 

But, with a shock, his Heart awoke, 

When Parliament had met, 
And scarcely daring to revoke 
Yet scorned to ratify the Laws 
Of Protestant Reform, or cause 

God's House in order set ; 
Sole Patriot — Knox in vain appealed 
To Leaders, — Popish Plots revealed, — 
Quarrelled with Moray, and, two years, 



Denied his friendship spite of tears, — 
And last his holy Passion spent, 

In old St. Giles's walls. 
On Queen and Kirk and Parliament,— 
Till Protestant and Papist rent 

The air, with equal calls, 
That now John Knox be made to cease 
As Troubler of the Nation's peace. 
Swift, for the fourth time, then, he stood 
At Mary's feet in Holyrood — 

Her brow with anger flushed ; 
So deeply sunk, in Court disgrace, 
That Ersktne only held his place 
By Knox, nor budged when Mary's word 

In tears and passion gushed : — 
*' As I'm a Queen, and mine the Sword, 

Can't I be quit of thee ? 
I swear, by grace of God the Lord, 
That, on thy deeds and words abhorred, 

Revenged I once shall be ! " 
Recovering, from her pettish tears, 
And glancing round her Lords and Peers — 

" Who — what — are you," she cried, 
" Within our Commonwealth ? " Like flame, 

Upbursting, Knox replied — 
" A Subject born within the same, 
Madam, that is the Rank I claim ! " — 
And drew himself full-length, and stood 
The kingliest Soul in Holyrood. 
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On further challenge, brave he spoke 
God's judgment on her, if she broke — 

As rumoured purpose said — 
The Nation's Bond, and solemn Vows, 
By placing, as her Lord and Spouse, 

A Papist at their head ! — 
Till Mary, plotting deeper guile, 
Dismissed him scathless for the while. 



XLIX. 

Ha ! Mary stamped her foot at last, 

And smote her hands with glee — 
That year, before six months had passed, 
A " Public Letter " crossed her sight, 
On which she gloated with delight 

And rubbed her eyes to see : — 
"Treason! Treason ! God," she cried, 

" Delivers him to me !" 
Knox, faithful to his public charge, 

This " Circular " Letter wrote 
To Scotland's Gentlemen, at large, — 
Warning them of a testing " Case " 
'Gainst Protestants, for Riot base 
Which o'er the Chapel Mass took place, — 

Whereby the Queen's Men thought 
To find or make a fatal clause 
Against the Reformation Laws. 



" Rank Treason, thus," Queen Mary cried, 

" My Lieges to convoke I " 
" Treason I " her Council meek replied, 

Then loud the thunder broke ! 
Great Council of the Realm was called, 

And Lords and Barons came, 
And Holyrood, the many-hailed, 
Was filled with all the rank and wealth 
Of Mary's ancient Commonwealth,— 
That Knox might fall, in view of all, 

With every brand of shame ; 
And friends around him flocked and pled— 

" Retract I Apologise I " 
Thus Herries, Lord of Maxwell, said — 
Thus Maitland, Laird of Lethington — 
Thus Moray's Earl; —and many a one, 

With troubled heart and eyes j 
But Knox, with lofty gaze, transpierced 

Misguided Moray's soul, 
And calmly answered — " Noble Sirs, 
The Spirit, that within me stirs, 
Calls not all treason, which the Crowd 
Decries with thoughtless clamour loud ; 
Nor do I fear their fear, nor, while 
Conscience and God upon me smile, 

Shall they my words control 1 " 
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Sailing into the Council Hall, 
Swept Mary through her Nobles all — 
Beheld John Knox, uncovered, stand, 
With none so brave as take his hand, 
And, shouting, almost at him rushed, 
While Lawyers grave and Courtiers blushed 

At spite so small and deep — 
" That Man there made me weep, while he 
Himself shed ne'er a tear ; now see 

If I can't make him weep ! " 
Knox answered with a silent look, 
Which even Mary quailed to brook, 

And all the Court was still ; — 
Charged, he at once the " Writing " owned ; 
But, challenged, whether he bemoaned 
The deed, made brave and calm reply — 
" First show me my offence, ere I 

Repent me of the 111." 
" Daring the Lieges to convoke," 
The Court replied ; but thunder broke 
From Knox's lips in high retort — 
" Why may not Patriots thus resort, 
When Satan, vizor on his face, 
Sits throned in Justice's high Place ? 
Assembly free and free Debate 
Make Princes good and Nations great ! " 



•' Why ? What ? You trifle ! " Mary cried, 
" 'Tis Treason — let the Court decide ! " 
Then, like a lion that had slept, 
Ruthven, with blood on fire, up-leapt— 
" Nay, Royal Madam, by our Laws, 
For grave and just, and righteous cause 

Such Convocations be ; 
The Church on him this burden laid 
Against his will ; — whoe'er upbraid, 

No wrong as yet I see ! " 



" Escape, you shall not so ! " the Queen 
Cried, trembling all with rage and spleen, 
" Is it not treason, then, to blame 
A Prince for cruel deeds of shame ? " 
" I taught," said Knox, " and teach again, 
That obstinate Papists still remain 
The deadly Foes, and deep abhorred, 
Of all who follow Christ the Lord ! " 
The Queen, with helpless rage, was still ; 

But, when the Lords replied, 
Knox answered with unconquered will : — 
" Sons of the Devil, still I call 
Those pestilent Papists one and all !" 

" Tuts, tuts," the Chancellor cried, 
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" You are not in your Pulpit here !" 
" I stand," said Knox, in accents clear, 
Where Conscience calls me to declare 

The Truth for God and Christ, 
And so the Truth I speak — let dare 

Impugn it whoso list ! " 
Dismissed home, "for the night," — he thanked 

God and Her Majesty ; 
But when these Lords acquitted him, 

By Verdict full and free, — 
Maitland brought back the Queen herself, 

And called the Roll again — 
" What ? Thinks the Laird of Lethington 

Our Manhood to restrain ? 
Or that, of Scotland's Nobles, one 
Would for a Woman change his Vote?" — 
They muttered, and, with burning thought, 

They voted him twice free ! 
Quoth Knox, in pardonable sport — 
" Fiddling or Dancing, in the Court, 

That nicht was nane to see ! " 



LII. 



But Time would fail me here to tell 
How with sledge-blow his hammer fell 
Alike on Kirk and State ; 



Now hurling at poor Darnley's head, 
What ancient Hebrew Prophet said — 

Of Nation's woeful fate, 
When " Bairns are Princes, Babes have rule "— 
For which that weakling Prince and fool 

The Preacher's lips had sealed, 
Had not the Council of the Town, 
With civic Vote and People's frown, 

Resistlessly appealed. 
And how again, when Mary's reign 
Ran its swift course, through blood and stain,— 
As Damley, Riizio, Both well passed, 
All vile, each viler than the last, — 
Knox dared proclaim the righteous thought, 
That Kings to Justice should be brought 

And Law maintained supreme, 
And that Queen Mary tried should be 
For " Murder and Adulterie ;"— 
A God's-truth clear the World should hear, 

And break the Despot's dream ! 



Left lone, by death of Marjory Bowes — 
The " good " Lord Ochiltree 

Gave him, for mate and second spouse, 
His Margaret, fair to see ; 

Through whom, as after History saith, 
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Came Knox's daughter, Lizabeth — 

The wife of Welch of Ayr, 
Who owned her Father's spirit high, 
That scorned to yield, but dared to die 

For God's Evangel fair. 
But sleepless still, through chance and change, 

His soul its goal pursued — 
That Scotland should be free and great, 
With Gospel-Kirk in Gospel-State, 

Each God-ordained and good ! 
Fearless his ram's-horn Trump he blew, 
When Rumour even breathed it true, 

That Mary's hand had signed 
Lorraine's infernal League abhorred — 
To exterminate, by fire and sword, 
All that should claim the Protestant name, 

By Popish lies maligned ; 
Fearless, the anger of the Lord 
He launched, when Hamilton, restored, 

Regained St Andrews' See ; 
Fearless, 'twixt King and Queen's men stood — 
A Patriot, for the Public Good 

Contending, brave and free ! 
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Through sorrow, slander, and decay, 
His Spirit held its noble way, 
Unbending and serene, — 



For two years still, though vale and hill 
Grew dark as Night, and Truth and Right 

Seemed banished from the scene. 
When the good Regent Moray fell, 

By foul Assassin's hand, 
Gladly would Knox have said Farewell, 
And been at rest from his oppressed 

And orphan Fatherland ; 
And when Kirkaldy, Laird of Grange, 

The Castle Keys who held, 
Apostatized — that faithless change 
Made Knox's heart within him sink. 
And led some, for an hour, to think 

His Spirit had been quelled ; 
But when, on the Assembly floor, 
His libellous Enemies dared to pour 
Charges " anonymous " and base, 

They counted but their Host ; 
He answered — his was not the case 
Of men of Law, whose tongue was sold 
For worldly favour or for gold, — 

And proudly made his boast, 
To call, though Flunkeys should upbraid, 
" A fig, a fig 1 a spade, a spade ! " 
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LV. 



When false Kirkaldy and his Crew 
Endangered Knox's life, and threw 

Fierce menace at his head, — 
Then wrote the " Gentlemen of Kyle," 
And warned the Laird of Grange, the while, 

" If Knox's blood were shed, 
For vengeance every Heart would stir, 

That his career could trace, 
As Patriot pure, true Minister, 
' First Planter and chief Waterer ' 

Of Scotland's Kirk of Grace ! " 
But when even old St. Giles's door 
Placarded lies and slanders bore, 

To impeach his Loyaltie, 
His palsied hand, indignant, tore 
Them down, and from the Pulpit high 
Shook them in scorn, with grand reply, 

Like lion bold and free : — 
" Should any Man, in Scotland broad, 

Or under Heaven's roof, 
Repeat the Charge — before my God, 
Here in his throat I give the lie, 
And call him Coward, and defy 

And dare him to the proof ! 
What to my Country I have been — 
Heedless of clamour, hate, or spleen,- 

This Age may still ignore, 
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But coming Ages yet shall feel,— 
That Scotland's true and highest Weal 

Close to my Heart I bore; 
Alas I they tempt me, as a fool, 

To speak in selfish praise, — 
But let them, true to Honour's rule, 
Plain accusations boldly bring — • 
For, sooth, 'tis an unseemly thing, 

In my decrepit days, 
That shades and houlets I should fight 
Which dare not bide God's honest light" 

LVL 

At last the Queen's Men thronged the Town, 

And swarmed the Castle walls; 
A price was set on Knox's head, 
And blood of Citizens was shed 

In turmoils and cabals ; 
Nay, once while poring o'er his Book 
In that now- famous ancient Nook, 

As "Knox's Study" known — 
From Abbot Durie's Lodge equipt, 
And freely by the Council kept 

For Knox's use alone— 
A bullet through the window crashed 

From vile Assassin's hand, 
And grazed his noble head, and smashed 

The candle from its stand, 
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And on the roof its fury spent ! 
Then, with a cry, the City rent, 

Of anger fierce and loud, 
And Scotland's best and noblest blood 

Pled but to be allowed — 
To guard his life, through field or flood, 
By night or day, on lonely way, 

Or in the City's crowd ! 
But when the leading Citizens, 

Who dearly prized his life, 
Besought him rather to retire 
Than blow to whiter heat the fire 

Of civic storm and strife, — 
Else must their dearest blood be shed 
To guard his priced yet priceless head ; — 
Consenting slowly, Knox withdrew 

Full sore against his will, 
And once again St. Andrews threw — 
As when at first his Trump he blew — 

Her shield around him still ! 
The People fled — the People's church 

Was scattered for the time ; 
The Holy Supper was not spread, 
The week-day " Exercise " was dead ; 
And from St. Giles's Steeple high, 
Cannon to Cannon made reply, 

Whence Bells were wont to chime. 



Secluded in St. Andrews Town, 
He felt his Sun must soon go down 

In dark — not hopeless— Night, 
And published, with high Argument, 
His "Dying Will and Testament" 

For Scotland's Truth and Right ; 
But, ever and anon, the chords 

A note of music rung, 
As if the Master's hand would fail — 
The Voice but not the Spirit quail — 

Ere half the Song were sung. 
" Servant of Jesus Christ," he wrote, 

" And weary of the World, 
Thirsting to die and be at rest, 
Where none oppress or be oppressed, 
That, since I can no longer fight, 
This painful ' battelle ' for the Right, 

My Flag in peace be furled ! 
Wishing you all Salvation sure, 

I'd gladly say, Goodnight, 
So that, from grievous scandal pure 
'Gainst Christ's Evangel — I might flee 
Far from a World that's tired of me, 

And I of it, outright!" 
Again, when David Ferguson, 

At Perth Assembly, bore 
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High testimony for the Crown 

Of Christ, as King of Kirk and Stat< 

The Sermon he subscribed, elate 

As when in days of yore 
He nobly filled the Captain's part : — 
" John Knox, with deid hand but glad heart, 
Praising the God of Truth and Right, 
Who of His mercy leaves sic Light 
To Scotland's Kirk, 'mid darkness mirk 

And desolations sore." 



LXVIII. 

But neither old nor frail seemed he, 

In Reformation-zeal, 
When Morton gave St. Andrews' See 

To Douglas, by his seal, 
On terms — that Morton's self should draw 
Two-thirds the Revenue by law, 

Which was the Bishop's due ; 
Knox preached the Sermon — but refused 
To inaugurate Douglas, and abused, 

With humour keen and true, 
Those Bishops, sent them for their sins, 
As Tulchan-Bishops — " stuffed calf-skins, 

Placed there to cheat the Coo I" — 
Anathema, then, from the Lord 
On Donor and Receiver poured. 

H 



Thus, one, who was a Student then 

In old St. Andrews Halls, 
Painted him with pathetic pen — 
James Melville dear, whose picture clear 

Ne'er on the vision palls : — 
" This Session — seven ty-one-and-t wo — 
That Prophet, notable and true, 
Apostle of our Nation dear, 
I there was privileged to hear ; 
Plying my pen and little book 
The tit-bits with roe thence I took ; 
But when, exhausting half an hour, 
In opening up the Text with power, 
Its Application he began 
To Kirk and State and Soul of man, 
He made me grew and tremble, till 
I raised my heid and drapt my quill. 
Weak and forfoughten he did go, 
Hulie and fear, with steppings slow ; 
Furrings of marticks round his neck, — 
Staff in ae hand, — and, at his beck, 
Gude, godlie, Richart Ballenden 
Upholding tither oxter, when 
To Parish Kirk frae Abbey fair 
The grand auld Preacher wald repair. 
When Richart and anither Lad 
Him lifted tae the Pulpit had— 
Behovit, at his first entrie there, 
To lean for strength in silent prayer, 
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But ere the Sermon half was through 
Sae gleg and vigorous he grew, 
The Pulpit like tae ding was he 
To hunder blauds, and oot o't flee ! " 



LIX. 

Truce was proclaimed ! the banished Flocks 

To Edinburgh returned ; 
Thirsting, they called aloud for Knox — 

That every Bosom burned 
To hear him speak God's blessed Truth, 
And place " no bridle on his mouth." 
He came : — Alas, half could not hear 
That Voice once thunder on their ear, 

Elders and Matrons wept ! 
Lawson they called to fill his place, 
And then the Tolbooth's smaller space 

For Knox's use equipt. 
But dread news with September came 

That set his blood on fire, — 
Coligny's murder, France's shame — 
The Massacre of Bartholomew, 
When Papists seventy thousand slew, — 
Men, Women, Youths, and Children small— 

Nor did the Butchers tire 
Till Protestants had perished all ! — 
And Papal Bull, though since disclaimed, 
High jubilee of thanks proclaimed, 
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And Popish Medal was decreed 
To celebrate the "glorious" Deed ! 
Knox, unsubdued by Popish wiles, 
Caused them to bear him to St. Giles, 

And, from the Pulpit there, 
Heaven's awful Vengeance sure denounced, 
And "Murderer, Traitor false," pronounced 

King Charles, France's Heir ; — 
Then to Le Croc, who scowled in pride, 
" Go, tell your Master," loud he cried, 
" Sentence against him has been given 
By Scotland in the name of Heaven, 
And God Almighty's arrows all 
On France's Royal House shall fall ! " 



When chill November's tempests blew, 
He preached and Lawson " charged " ai 

In solemn trembling tones, 
Then tottered down the Pulpit stair — 
So frail, the People sobbed in prayer, 

And scarce suppressed their moans ; 
As slowly down the street, he crept, 

By " godlie Richart's " aid, 
Sore-leaning on his staff, they wept 
Deep but not loud, and all the Crowd, 

Uncovered, thronging slayed 
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For one more look — it proved the last- 
Of Scotland's Hero tottering past. 



LXI. 

A Bed of death — nay, rather say 

A Bed of triumph, this ! 
No "painful pain," but battle's fray 
Changed into Song, while breaks the day 

Of sure-approaching Bliss ! 
" I hear — I hear — I understand 

Far better now !" he cried, 
To anxious Friends who read the Word 
And asked if still he heard the Lord 

And on his Truth relied : — 
Far better " now " ! the Veil grew thin 
And God's full Light was rushing in ! 
Elders — Deacons — and Pastors came 

To breathe their last Farewell, 
And heard his dying lips proclaim : 
" God is my Witness ! for this day 
I've thirsted ! In hot battle's fray 
I smote not Sinners, but their sin, 
And still kept Conscience clear within ; 
Go forward — God's Truth on your side — 
And Scotland's Gospel-Kirk shall bide 

The shock of Earth and Hell ! " 



Warnings of dread prophetic tone, 
To Lairds of Grange and Lethington, 

Were from his death-bed sent ; 
While Morton, Regent soon to be, 
Heard dying counsel, grave and free, 

With pleadings to repent ; — 
Words, which at last, 'mid deaths of shame, 
From God back on their conscience came ! 
For Kirk and Commonwealth he moaned, 

Ceaseless, by day and night, 
Yet, with high faith and cheerful-toned, 

Fought out the Christian fight : — 
" No pain, more than in Heaven have I ; 

Were it God's blessed Will, 
Seven years contented thus I'd lie 

And glorify Him still 1 " 
Oft from his lips, on those around, 

Sweet light in ripples broke, 
Revealing, more than words profound, 

The joyous Soul that spoke : — 
" Here," cried he to a servant good 
And kind that by his death-bed stood, 
" Thy wage, and twenty shillings o'er, — 
On Earth I pay thee never more ; 
But still be kind and good and true, 
And God will pay thy Bill when due ! " 
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Nay, once for Archibald Steward's sake, 

And Durie of Leith, he rose, 
And struggled at the Board to dine, 
And caused them pierce a cask of Wine 

For Friends so dear as those ; 
And urged them, each, for some to send 
Daily till they should see its end — 
Adding, with ancient humour gay 

Still sparkling through his soul, — 
" Pardon, if here I may not stay 

Till you have drunk the whole. ! " 



LXIII. 

Monday, November twenty-fourth, 

Of Fifteen-seventy-two, — 
Put off thy shoes from off thy feet — 
The Blinds are drawn, with reverence meet 
Draw softly nigh, and learn to die 

Like Christian leal and true ! 
At noon, he rose for half an hour 

And calmly talked of death, — 
While Bar and Kinyeancleugh were near, 
And Elphinstone, and Preston dear, — 
And, weak and sore, high witness bore 

Through thick and troubled breath : — 
" Call it not pain, dear anxious Friends, 

Though hard my breath be drawn, 
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"Pis thus Life's weary battle ends, 

And Death is Glory's dawn I " 
To Kinyeandeugh, that stedfast friend, 

He said, and drew htm nigh, 
" My Wife and Bairns I now commend 

To thee, and God on high 1" 
At three, His Wife, with heart a-burst, 

Read, at his own request, 
The fifteenth of Corinthians First, 
Which rings joy-bells o'er death and tells 
That Christ will crave, from every Grave, 

His Dead where'er they rest : — 
"O Comfortable Truth !" he cried, 
" And now Lord God, whate'er betide, 

This once, if never more, 
Soul — Spirit — Body — I commend 
Into Thy hands, Redeemer-Friend, 

Who all rny sorrows bore 1 " 



At five, a-thinking on the day 
When erst he learned in faith to pray 

And turned him to the Lord, — 
" Go," cried he to his Wife, at last, 
"Read where I my first Anchor cast 

In great Jehovah's Word : — " 
She read the seventeenth of John — 
The Anchor still was holding on, 
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Nor, though all Earth and Time should drift, 
Could Death or Hell that Anchor lift ! 
At ten, the Household knelt in Prayer 
Around the Family-Altar there, 

And sung their evening Psalm : — 
" I praise God for that Heavenly sound," 

He whispered glad and calm. 
At Eleven, while they wept around, 
" Now it is Come ! " he meekly said, 
And, like a Conqueror, on his bed 

Composed himself to die ; 
" O give us," cried good Ballantyne, 
" That all is well, some parting sign " — 
The grand old Saint, death-pale and faint, 

Upraised his hand on high, — 
It fell again, — he breathed his last, — 
And thus John Knox to Glory passed ! 



LXV. 

Three score and seven were his years ; 
And Scotland all, with sobs and tears, 

Assembled round his Grave ; 
For never had her Annals known, 
From Peasant poor to Prince on throne, 

A Life so good and brave ! 
They laid him in St. Giles' Churchyard, 

While all the Nation wept ; 



And Morton meted his award 

In deathless words, which through the chords 

Of Scotland's bosom swept : — 
" There lies he, safe from Earthly ban, 
That never feared the face of Man ; 
With dag and dagger, in the strife, 
Oft did they threat his precious life ; 
Yet hath he, mid'st a Nation's praise, 
In peace and honour closed his days ! " 



<Dtber ^>ocms 



PRINCE ALBERTS DREAM ; 

OR, 

THE CHRISTIAN COMMUNE. 



" Our Order claimeth Volunteers alone ; 
The Communism of Force is not of Christ.' 



Argument. 

The Prince's Invocation — The Wail of Misery — The Queen's Vow — 
The New Order and the Ideal Life — Homes for the People — 
The all-round Education Scheme — School, Church and Theatre 
— Another Age, another World — Burning Questions solved — 
The Dawn in other Lands — The Abolition of War — The 
Queen's Prayer of Thanksgiving and Hope — Albert's closing 
Words. 



THE DREAM. 



" Thine Albert, O my Queen, hath had a Dream 
Of glory for the Empire and for Thee — 
Won, not with blast of gun or trumpet blare, 
But by the light of Knowledge and of Love, 
Shed through the Heart and Brain of all the Land ; 
Come, ere the glow from off the Vision dies, 
And gaze Thou on its beauty, O my Queen ? " 



Around the Throne, a multitudinous Wail 

Of sorrow, poverty, and anguish rose ; 

Brains — seething in the cauldron of fierce Doubt, 

Hearts — bleeding with the woundsof Death and Change, 

Hands — stretched for bread with eager Famine-clutch, 

All blent as in one wild discordant cry, 

Jarred on the Palace music — shook the Throne — 
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And struck the Crown, until it bit thy brow 
And stung Thee as with fang of living fire ! 
Then didst Thou rise, like Juno 'mong the gods, 
Majestic with repressed emotion, calm 
Yet kindled with the dawn of mighty Thoughts — 
Whose shining from afar illumed thy Face, 
And with prophetic ardours fired thine Eye ; 
While ear and soul within me thrilled throughout 
To drink these godlike words that flowed from Thee :- 



11 They call me Queen — they set me on a Throne, 

Sceptred and Crowned — and Queen by right I am 

Of blood, of title, and of royal Oath ! 

Yet hear me now, O Albert \ I do swear 

To Thee, to mine own Soul, to God on high — 

Never again rest I upon that Throne, 

And n£er shall sit that Crown upon my brow, 

Till I, with all the Best in all my Land, 

Have done whatever Hand and Heart and Brain 

Can do to lighten Human Misery /" 



" Alas, O Queen, (I said), Men bad at heart 
Will still be miserable, do what you may ; 
Virtue is Happiness — which, not the power 
Of Thee and all the Best in all thy Land 
Can root within one Soul that loves it not. 



Force may control the Criminal— prison bands 
May keep his hands from mischief; but, O Queen, 
Nor gold can charm nor iron force the Soul ; 
Even God Himself stands knocking at that door, 
And enters not without His Creature's leave." 



To which Thou didst make answer : — " Therein lies 
The triumph and the glory of my task ! 
Force— blood and iron Force — hath had its day ; 
Brute Influences have done their best — or worst ; 
Kings have been purpled in their People's blood — 
Thrones built on terror — Crowns bedewed with tears; 
But other Powers and nobler Influences 
Call from the nearing Future for their Day, 
And flash the World's New Order on my gaze. 



" Nations are but large Families — Kings and Que 
Should be but Parents of a larger Heart, 
With vaster Realm for wisdom, law, and love : 
See how an anxious Father moulds his child 
To worth and virtue — how the Elder children 
Partake with him this sacrifice of love, 
And help to train the Younger ; — there behold 
Affection, precept sage, example pure, — 
Sole Laws which can the World regenerate. 
That is the model, simple yet divine, 
Of Earth's New Order — where Authority 
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Is glorified by Love ; and but the Bad, 
Self-exiled from all Love, are touched by Force." 



As breathings of Spring air revive the Soul 

Thy looks and words inspired me : — "O my Queen, 

If Thou hast power (I said) o'er other Hearts, 

As over mine — Go, speak, and vanquish All ! 

Still must I dread that path of thorns for Thee — 

Self-sacrifice for others' happiness, — 

Which yielded but to Him — the Best of all — 

The Cross and that sad title, Man of Sorrows. " 



Thine Eye flashed through the splendour of a tear, 

Thou didst reply : — " Spirit to Spirit calls ; 

The Voice that stirs me is the Voice of God. 

Better to die of tears and broken heart, 

For Others agonised — than live for Self 

And fall at last dry-rotting at the core. 

I call Thee, Albert, as God calleth me ; 

Stand by me in this perilous Emprize, 

Till I this Coronation Oath fulfil :— 

Never again sit I upon that Throne, 

And never rests that Crown upon my brow, 

Till I, with all the Best in all my Land, 

Have done whatever Hand and Heart and Brain 

Can do to lighten Human Misery." 



Then did we kneel together, hand in hand, 
Before that Altar which is God's own Face : — 
No word was spoken, but thine upraised Eyes 
Were fixed on the Eternal — mine on Thee ; 
Unspeakable communings Thou didst hold 
With the Unseen Spirit — I with mine own Heart ; 
Swearing for Thee to live — with Thee to die — 
To read thy Thoughts — to work out thy Desires — 
And make one single glory of our Lives ! 



That scene passed on, but still the Vision grew :— 
Next I beheld Thee ; midst a mighty Throng, 
Persuading — not commanding like a Queen, — 
Kindling enthusiasm in other Hearts 
For the New Order of the World-to-be ; 
Till all the hill-tops blazed with such a Dawn, 
That Old Men gazing wept with joy and died. 

Around Thee thronged the Best in all thy Land, 
Of every Rank — or high or low — the Best : 
Princes, blood royal — Dukes, lords of the soil — 
Earls — Nobles — Baronets — and Knights of worth- 
Princes of merchandise — and Lords of trade — 
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Captains of labour — and brave Sons of toil — 
Generals of war — and Engineers of skill — 
Travellers afar — Discoverers bold and wise — 
Doctors of learning — Masters of the schools — 
And Men of science, Students pure and keen — 
Brain-workers — Poets — Authors of high degree — 
And Pressmen, teaching millions day by day — 
With Ministers of Religion, Men of God, — 
Ordained Chiefs of goodness, truth, and love ! 
Never, since Time began, had Palace seen 
Or Queen received Crowd so select yet strange ; 
Never the Worth and Virtue of all Ranks 
Assembled thus, to shape the Commonweal ; 
Never so brightly dawned the oft-blighted hope 
Of God's fair Kingdom come — Earth's golden Age 
Of Righteousness and Peace and holy Joy. 



Days passed in Conference; anxious Nights were 

spent ; 
Plans canvassed ; arguments, objections heard ; 
Until, at length, full Heart, and Mind mature 
Proclaimed Thy Royal Will in words like these : — 



" We, by God's grace, and by the Nations will, 
Your Queen and Sovereign Lady — under Law- 
Ourselves being subject to the King of kings 



And Lord of lords, Sovereign and Judge of All — 




Heard, round our Throne, a multitudinous Wail 
From anguished Hearts and miserable Homes ; 
And vowed to take no honour — know no rest — 
Nor wear the Crown, nor sit upon the Throne, 
Till We, with all the Best in all our Land, 
Have done whatever Hand and Heart and Brain 
Can do to lighten Human Misery. 
The Ideal Life— the Life for Others' Good — 
Now calls and captivates ; all other Life 
Sinks out of sight — dishonoured, worthless, base : 
God's Kingdom is at hand — the perfect Reign 
Of Righteousness and Love ; all other Laws, 
Despised, and thereby cancelled, pass away ! 
The Vision of the World's New Order strikes 
Like Sun-dawn on our gaze — till all the Crowns 
And Kingdoms of the Past blush red with shame, 
And seek Oblivion to escape from scorn. 
To reign for pride is Devil's reign — not God's ; 
To live for Self is Satan's life — not Christ's ; 
To die, and cease, is death for Brute — not Man ! 
The Hour has struck — and either we roust reign, 
Struggling for Others' highest Good alone, 
■ Or die, self-doomed, unworthy of our Crown. 
All honours, ranks, and titles of the Realm, 
Built on the claims of blood or wealth or name, — 
Mere accidents of fortune, freaks of fate, 
No test or guarantee of the Owner's worth — 
Whereby born Fools take precedence of the Wise, 
Blue-blooded Blackguards rank as noble Lords, 
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And wealth brings Knighthood to self-seeking Knaves — 
All these must pass ; and a New Order rise, 
Whose Titles rest on personal Worth alone — 
Whose Ranks denote degrees of Sacrifice — 
And all whose glories circle round the Cross ! 
Henceforth, shall Crowns be honoured — Sovereigns 

famed — 
Princes exalted — and their Ranks assured — 
Alone by Sacrifice for Others' Good ; 
Henceforth, Dukes — Earls — Noble Lords — and 

Knights — 
Honoured for wealth or lands or lineage, 
Must learn Self-Sacrifice for Others' Good ; 
Apart from which — all Names, dishonoured, die. 
Henceforth, shall every Village have its Knight — 
Each Town its Lord, with good Knights under him — 
Each City its Earl, with noble Lords and Knights — 
Each County its Duke — and over all the Prince, 
There to be trained and disciplined for the Crown ! 
This Order of the Cross shall rank Supreme : — 
Thence shall be chosen Privy Councillors — 
Ministers of State — Members of Parliament — 
And Governors of daughter Colonies ; 
Thence, Generals of War by field and flood — 
Judges and Justices and Magistrates — 
Thence Ministers of Religion — Heads of Schools — 
Teachers of Science — Leaders of the Press, — 
All Captains of the Hosts of Light and Love ! 
Thus shall Society restore itself 



To God by bloodless laws of silent Change :— 
The Best shall rise — the Best of every Rank, 
Climbing the ladder of S elf-Sacrifice, 
May reach its top of Glory free to All; 
The Bad shall sink— the Worst in every Rank, 
Whose God is Self, must either fall debased 
Through selfish life, or doomed for self-willed Crime. 
We call you, therefore, as God calleth Us, 
Enrol yourselves for Soldiers of the Cross, 
And be the Legend on your banner this i — 
We live for Others— for tluir Good would die. 
From this free Roll, elect your Noblest, Best — 
For Leaders in this glorious Enterprise ; 
To whom, when worthy proved, we shall give Rank 
And Title, in our Order of the Cross- 
To mark their Sacrifice for Others' Good. 
Go, then, return, each to his place and task ; 
Proclaim this Gospel of the World's New Life ; 
Kindle, by precept pure and practice high, 
A passion for the Weal of all Mankind ; 
Unite, with all the Best in all our Land, 
To do whatever Hand and Heart and Brain 
Can do to lighten Human Misery. 
In due time, We, with Royal State shall come 
In progress through the Realm ; Ourselves shall see 
The Good that hath been done ; Ourselves shall own 
Those whom, in every place, you hail the Best — 
As greatest in the Life for Others' WeaL 
So shall We realize God's Reign on Earth, 
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At last begun ; so shall We wear our Crown 

Without a blush, as now, for Others' woe ; 

And take our Throne, without the ghastly thought 

That Human Hearts are crushed beneath its gold. 

Royal or blessed — other Life is none ; 

Rise, therefore, in God's name — and let us live ! " 



Then rose one jubilant Cry — as if all Hearts 

Had burst with gladness ; thousands, who before 

Held far aloof from Courts, fell at thy feet 

And hailed Thee thrice a Queen ! Of all the Throng, 

One here and there alone, in every Rank, 

Refused thy Call — and shrank with scowls away ; 

Lordlings who live for Sport and Self alone — 

Merchants whose God was Gold — and Sons of toil 

To the Drink-demon sacrificing All ! 

These, when the rest beheld, lowering aloof 

From under hardened and self-seeking brows — 

Some cursed as Traitors, others clamoured loud 

As if for punishment on Criminals. 

The murmurs deepened, till thou didst exclaim : — 

" Beware, O Soldiers of the Cross, beware — 

And wreck not All upon this fatal reef ! 

Our Order claimeth Volunteers alone — 

The Communism of Force is not of Christ : 

Nor shall we, with one little finger, touch 

Those Rights and Liberties enjoyed by law ; 

We have, and wish, no power upon these men — 



m 



Save that of lifting up all Life around 
And thereby raising them to higher things ; 
Which, if they still resist, and use their rank 
Or wealth or freedom 'gainst the Commonweal — 
The Nation must, and shall, resume its Trust, 
Commit the same by law to worthier hands, 
And make all things subserve the Public Good 
Meantime, our Task Supreme is simply this — 
To wake the enthusiasm, in other Hearts, 
That glows within our own— till flames on high 
A passion for the Weal of all Mankind, 
Greater than ever raged for Gold or Fame. 
This gained—your influence shall either raise 
Such men to higher level ; or new Laws 
Based on the free consent of All, shall take 
The Rights and Privileges, by them abused 
Against their own and others' Highest Weal — 
For All Things must subserve the Good of All ! 
So shall the World regenerate its Life 
From the Heart outwards, and Society 
Restore itself to God by bloodless Change : — 
While Earth's New Order bears its blessed fruits 
In silent gladness like the Trees of God." 
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That scene passed on, but still the Vision grew : — 
Houses demolished — Houses rising fair — 
Amid the clink of merry masons 1 tools, 
Next filled my tranced gaze. The Village-Home, 
With God's free air around on every side — 
Flowers at the door and Garden-plot behind — 
Became the Model Working-man's Abode. 
Those horrid Sheds — Bothies — and Stable-lofts — 
Where Ploughmen, Herds, and Toilers of the land 
Once stewed like Cattle — all were vanishing ! 
And, in their place, rose smiling Cottage-Homes — 
The Landlord's honour and the Tenant's pride — 
Airy, well lighted, cheerful to the Eye ; 
Of varied size, but still the smallest owned 
Some little Chamber, or Retiring-room, 
For private culture, self-communion, prayer. 
Those dismal Collier-Rows — black with pit smoke, 
Or glooming hideous through the furnace glare, — 
Where Human Creatures littered once like pigs, 
Without the dimmest chance of cleanliness, 
Or self-respect, or sweet domestic life, — 
All these were being swept from off the Earth ; 
And, in their place, by Iron-work and Mine 
Rose human-like Abodes ; where the poor Wife 
Had room to breathe among her hungry Brood, 
And where the Man could spend his leisure hour 
Among his Bairns or in his Garden-plot— 
Nor rush, as now, from Home to base Resorts. 
Those fearful " Lands " — Storey on storey piled, 



And street o'ershad owing street, where Art and Trade 
And Merchandise their sweltering Masses stored, — 
A Human Fry steaming in death and woe — 
All these were undergoing change so swift 
And beautiful, — my Heart leapt up for joy I 
Lanes widened into broad capacious Streets, 
Adorned on either side with glorious trees ; [away 

Streets bowed their storeyed heights, and stretched 
Across suburban fields — up rural slopes — - 
And far into the Country's gladsome heart 
The poorest House, for poorest dweller fit, 
Had yet its sacred space of light and air— 
And was the Owner's Castle and his Home. 
Steam lent its mighty Breath, and bore along 
The myriad Toilers to their central Marts ; — 
Who, strong in love, each morn went forth to work ; 
Each even, glad at heart, re-sought their Homes. 
Within lair reach of every City Home 
Was found a People's Park; — green sward, bright flow'rs, 
Cool fountains, shrubs and trees, — where Children 

played, 
And Young Men practised bold athletic games, 
While more sedate Onlookers shared their joy. 
All feeders of Disease were banished far 
Beyond the Abodes of Men — Grave-yards, foul drains, 
And Works whose breath was poison : — Cleanliness 
Became by law a duty to the State — . 
The want whereof was punished as a Crime. 
From Rivers purified, in which once more 
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The grateful Salmon had returned to sport — 
From hill-embosomed Lakes, where God hath stored 
His cloud-dropt Wine, of all pollution free — 
Water, pure priceless Water, — Wine of God — 
Was drawn by human skill, and poured profuse 
Through Town and City, sparkling in every Home. 
I gazed upon the beauty and the bliss, 
Until my Heart began to sing within — 
O blessed Abodes ! O beautiful Cities of God ! 



Marking with closer Eye this wondrous Change, 

And wandering free among the People's Homes, — 

I learnt that all the Best in all thy Land, 

Met in a great Assembly of the Wise, 

Called to regenerate Society 

And work thy Royal Will — found and proclaimed : — 

Men must have Houses fit for Man's Abode, 

Else Worth and Virtue are impossible. 

Some, white with rage, denounced the Civic Laws, 

Which could the dreadful Past even tolerate ; 

And clamoured that those Landlords should disgorge 

Rents, gained for Houses which were fever-dens 

And traps of death — Rents, which in God's Eye seemed 

The blood of Innocents, and Mothers' lives, — 

Poor helpless Victims of these vile Abodes I 

But others, nobler-souled, recalled thy words ; 

Renewed thy strong protest 'gainst lawless Force ; 

And pointed to thine own Example pure : — 



How humblest dwellers, on the Queen's Estates, 

Had Homes whose very look made better men ; 

How She, of her own wealth, had lately reared, 

In the Empire-City, Streets of Homes like these — 

Of which, fixed Rent being paid through certain years, 

Tenants became the Owners for all time; — 

And how the Money-Masters of the Realm, 

Smit with the passion of Humanity, 

Such blessed Schemes had launched forth everywhere; 

Till all the poison-homes and fever-dens, 

Not yet destroyed, deserted stood — and cries 

Were heard on every side, to pass a Law, 

That Owners, offering such for man's abode, 

Be held as Criminals against the State. 



Methought, then, having told Thee what I saw, 
Thy Heart did throb, with more than Mother's joy, 
To see and share thy People's happiness. 
Next I beheld Thee march in Royal State 
Through Village, Town, and City — all the Land, 
In thunderous Welcome lifting up its voice ; 
Men would have dragged thy Chariot with delight, 
But thy strong Will refused what symbolized 
The beast-like degradations of the Past. 
The Village Children, blushing red with joy, 
Cast flowers Upon thy path ; the Cities poured 
Their swarming Thousands forth to honour Thee ; 
But, not all homage ever Queen received, 
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Or honours loyal Subjects e'er devised, 

So touched Thee to the quick, as did the look 

Of bright-faced Women holding up their Babes, 

Door after door, through miles of Happy Homes, 

To bless the Queen that loved them as a Mother ! 

Each County, in its principal City, called 

A Council of the Wise to meet with Thee ; — 

From rural District with its Village — one, 

One for each Thousand from the larger Towns, — 

Best, Noblest, Wisest, by the Vote of alL 

There, 'midst the Princes, Dukes, Earls, Lords, and 

Knights, 
Of the Order of the Cross — accounts were heard 
Of the fresh triumphs of Self-Sacrifice ; 
Noble and Peasant, and all Ranks between, 
Inspiring others, or themselves Inspired, 
By converse free and interchange of SouL 



Some unknown Toiler of the humblest class 
Here gained the palm ; who, labouring day by day, 
A widowed Mother and himself to keep, 
Spent every leisure hour among the Poor — 
Cheering them in their struggles — soothing down 
The fierceness of their moods — firing their hearts 
With bright hopes and pure passions — blowing high 
The torch of self-respect, and fear of God — 
Till sober, pure, self-disciplined, they rose 
To nobler Lives in new and happier Homes. 



Him all the Wise admired — for all declared 
That he, who taught Men how to raise themselves 
Had solved the problem of the World-to-be. 



Elsewhere some Money-Master gained the palm 

Who, coining Gold in millions, stored it not 

In selfish hoard — nor scattered it in sport ; 

But, having made provision for his Own, 

Modest yet fair — entrusted all his gains 

To a perpetual Council of the Wise : — 

First, to erect New Homes for Working Men, 

Through all the Shire wherein his Wealth was won ; 

Which, — Rent being paid through fixed term of years,— 

Became their own for ever j then, at length, 

This work fulfilled — the Assembly of the Wise 

Should use those Millions for the Nation's Good ; 

Till all the virtue of the Gold returned 

Back to the nerve and sinew whence it sprang. 



Elsewhere, some Man of Letters gained the palm ; — 
Whose words were Current Coin — whose Thoughts 

inspired 
Millions with nobler aims — whose views of Life 
Did, like the unveiling of the Face of God, 
Up-shrivel all the mean and selfish Past, 
And flush Man's brow with passions more divine. 
He gave the People light — as doth the Sun, 
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Burning its life away — till Heart and Brain 
Had lavished all their knowledge and their love 
To gladden other Souls ; — each tissue fine, 
And living fibre, strung with Charity, 
And sacrificing All to bless his Kind. 

Elsewhere, again, some Duke had gained the palm : — 

Who, with consent of Heirs, disjoined fair Parks — 

Glorious with Trees and old ancestral Walks — 

And gave them to the People for all time ; 

Who also granted, from his wide domains, 

Field after field adjoining crowded Towns, 

For building new and happy People's Homes ; — 

Owning that all Estates were held in trust, 

But for the Nation's good — that Title-deeds 

Should stand for cancelled by abuse of Trust, 

Or waste on selfish and ignoble ends — 

That, after all, God is Lord of the Soil, 

And made this Earth so wondrous grand and sweet, 

Not for a few men's pride but all men's joy ! 

These, and a thousand triumphs such as these, — 
Proclaimed in each Assembly of the Wise, — 
Kindled from Shire to Shire a beacon-light, 
Which told that God's fair Kingdom had begun. 
Fresh Soldiers of the Cross were everywhere 
Enrolled in hundreds : Some, more worthy deemed, 
By vote of all the rest — Thou didst create 






Knights, Lords, Earls, Dukes, or Princes, of the Cross. 
Others, who held aloof from all this joy, — 
Lordlings that lived for Sport and Self alone, — 
Or Money -Masters, grinding Men for gold, — 
Thou didst refuse to honour, or admit 
To kiss thy Royal Hand and honour Thee ; 
Proclaiming thus, that Rank must strike its roots 
In personal Worth, or perish from the World I 
Glad-hearted, Thou didst see thy People's joy : 
Once and again, the Assemblies of the Wise, 
Town after Town, heard Royal Words like these :- — 
" We, by the grace of God and by your love, 
Queen-Mother of this Realm — do now return, 
With fairer wreath, to our own Palace-Home, 
Than Sovereign ever won in bootless war ! 
All Europe, vanquished, bleeding at our feet, 
Would not have filled this Heart with joy so deep, 
As these pure triumphs of Self-Sac rifice ; 
Nor could the grandest of Earth's million wars 
Have placed a jewel in our Crown like this— 
The Queen -who gave her People Happy Homes. 
Friends, fellow-soldiers, struggle on, nor cease 
Till every Human Soul shall have the chance — 
At least the chance of new and nobler Life : 
Much yet remains — but we have hailed the Dawn ; 
Thrke blessed they who see the perfect Noon I" 
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That scene passed on, but still the Vision grew : 
Next I beheld a Council of the Wise 
From all the Realm assembled round thy Throne 
From rural District, with its Village — one, 
One for each Thousand from the larger Towns, 
Best — noblest — wisest by the vote of all. 



A strange sweet Cry for Knowledge filled the air ; 
Men hungered, as they ne'er had done for bread, 
And thirsted after Knowledge as their life ; 
The People, housed in human-like Abodes, 
Now felt at last the famine of the Mind, 
And clamoured for the Light that feeds the Soul. 
Looking upon their Babes, they sternly vowed — 
The crime of Ignorance should be unknown, 
In the new Order of the World-to-be. 



But thy free Spirit, seeing here the need 
For large plan and sage Counsel, summoned thus 
The Best in all thy Land, and stirred their Souls 
With thoughts of how to train a godlike Race : — 
" We hail you, Friends, who gave the People Homes, 
And now would give them Knowledge ! All the Past 
Hath warred with Crime — We war with Ignorance, 
And henceforth Ignorance shall be a Crime. 
Never can we be clear of guilt and doom 
For others fall, until our utmost power 

K 



4 



d to guide and bless them with our light. 
But Education is a vaster theme, 
With wider Issues than the Past hath dreamed : 
We pity now the poor neglected Souls, 
To whom bare Reading is an Art unknown ; 
The time shall come, when Men will pity those 
Who, glorying in their Education Laws, 
Boast of the Three R's and belaud themselves ! 
The Alphabet— the Writing-desk— the Slate- 
Are but the tools of Knowledge — not itself; 
Book-learning — Art and Science — these are but 
The instruments of Wisdom— not itself; 
While Letters — Knowledge — Wisdom may be called 
The Elements of Life— not Life itself. 
Letters give Knowledge — Knowledge ought to bring 
The bloom of Wisdom — Wisdom ought to bear 
The crowning fruit — a pure and happy Life. 
Letters, apart from Knowledge, breed conceit — 
Veneering the blank brows of Ignorance ; 
Knowledge, apart from Wisdom, is a tool — 
Deadly and sharp, with which the Fool is slain j 
Wisdom, apart from Moral Purity, 
Is Earth, bereft of sunlight — beautiful 
But hectic — wasting with its waning moon. 
All Education hath one object— Life ; 
All Training leads to that, or misses aim : 
The Man, who learns not wisely how to live, 
Is still uneducated — though his Brain 
Be stored with all the Treasures books can give. 
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Our problem, therefore, must be — to provide 

An all-round Education for the Land ; 

Placing within free reach of every Man 

The streams of Knowledge — Wisdom's ripened fruits — 

And the ordained Means of Higher Life. 

Our plan would be School, Church, and Theatre, 

Reared for each Thousand Souls throughout the Realm ; 

Three Temples side by side, of light and truth — 

Or one great Three-fold Temple, built to serve 

Letters — Religion — Justice and the Arts. 

At School, shall every boy and girl be taught 

How to extract from Books the light they give, 

And heir the lettered Treasures of the Past. 

At Church shall all the People meet for praise 

And prayer and hearing of the Word of God, 

And mutual kindling unto Holy Works — 

Under no name save that of Christian, 

Bound by no Creed save that of faith in God 

Our Heavenly Father, and a sacred vow 

To follow Jesus, — Master, Saviour, Lord — 

With Truth and Love for highest Earthly Laws. 

At Theatre, shall Justice hold her Courts, 

From time to time administering the Laws 

For terror or for praise in view of all ; 

There too the finer Arts shall find a home 

Brightening and sweetening all the face of Life ; 

And there shall ruddy Joy his laurels wear, 

When free and happy People meet for sport, 

Amusement — social pleasure — pastime gay. 



Thus may we train a Race of men who know 
Not how to slave for bread, or grab for gain, 
But how to lead a wise and happy Life ; 
Thus may we give at least a chance to those 
Who lean, or will be led, to Virtue's side, — 
Not leaving them to battle with their fate 
As now, 'gainst fearful odds, making it strange 
If, out of myriad souls, so born and bred, 
One — even one — be pure and honourable ! 
And so shall We, your Queen, have right to feel 
As doth the anxious Mother, when she sees 
Her Children, well appointed, launched at last 
With hopeful breeze upon the Sea of Life." 

Again they hailed Thee Mother — hailed Thee Queen; 

Through duty loyal — loyal more through love 1 

Men of large Heart and of a liberal Mind, 

Who much in their own sphere had sacrificed 

To educate the People, thought they saw 

The Dayspring from on high and drank thy words— 

As pledging more than their most sanguine dreams ; 

Men, who had spent their days in fervid pleas— 

That Training be compulsory yet free, 

And all neglect thereof a crime at law, — 

Felt a great throb of joy, and seemed to hear 

The strain for which their ears had listened long ! 

Then rose a sage and venerable Man — 
Great in finance, great in Self-sacrifice, 
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Revered by all the Order of the Cross : — 

" Most gracious Queen, Nobles and Captains, hear ! 

We stand upon a verge— either to spring 

Aloft to splendid heights or sink to shame ; 

Our task so broadens out and towers so high, 

That all the Wisdom owned by all our Ranks 

Must strain to solve the problem : — Unity 

Of aim, Self-sacrifice for others good, 

And large and practical Sagacity, 

Alone can lead us safely to this Goal. 

The glories, which Ambition, sword-in-hand, 

Hath dreamt of, lurid with the hues of death, 

Perish in scorned Oblivion, when compared 

With this sublime Ambition of our Queen — 

To conquer Crime by conquering Ignorance, 

And shed the light of Knowledge and of Love 

Throughout the Heart and Brain of all the Land, 

By means of our good Soldiers of the Cross. 

I now propose, in order that this scheme 

Be well begun and solidly secured, — 

Let every Member of our Order give 

A Tenth, at least, of all his means, to launch 

This Enterprize with guarantees of hope ; 

Thenceforth, from year to year, let each one give 

A Tenth of his free Income great or small — 

A Tenth, at least, as sacred to the Lord 

And sacrificed for others' Highest Good." 




With one acclaim they passed it for a law, 
Thrice-welcome by true Soldiers of the Cross ; 
Or whom the poorest deemed it shame to (all 
Beneath the Jewish Standard, in oui days. 
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Then rose, as if by magic, wisely planned, 
Yet wondrousty produced before mine eyes, 
The Homes of Worship, Justice, and the Arts- 
Around which glad and free the people thronged. 
First, Halls of Learning reared their lettered fronts— 
The Village School, — Parish Academy, — 
And College of the County, — leading up 
To grand Imperial Universities, — 
Where Science focussed all her rays of light 
And Wisdom bore her last and ripest fruits. 
Each School b.nd lis om Library, with store 
Of Books — the best and greatest of all Times ; 
Its own Museum, with the garnered wealth 
Of fossil life, and wonders from all Lands; 
Its Scholarships, whereby the Peasant's Child, 
If worthy found, might scale the heights of Mind ; 
And all Equipments, generously complete, 
For training healthy — happy — noble Youth ! 
No lowly Boy, bom with a princely Brain, 
Was left to storm the Citadel of Fame — 
Despite privation — hunger — death itself, 
And only leave, in glories wrung from Fate, 
A splendid hint of what he might have been. 
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Men learned to prize Brain-power of every kind, 

As God Almighty's finest instrument, 

And cheered it to produce its very best. 

Nor Boy nor Girl in all the Land went forth — 

Crammed full of Words yet knowing nought of Things, 

Familiar with Ideas not with Facts, 

With Books acquaint but ignorant of Life. 

Girls learned, not Letters only, but the Arts 

That change mere Houses into Happy Homes 

And make true Women — mothers, sisters, wives, 

Or friends — shine out as Angels of the Earth. 

And every Boy, besides what Books could give, 

Or special Training for his own career, 

Was taught the laws of Health — the use of Tools — 

The Principles of Trade and Merchandise — 

The true foundations of Society — 

The Sovereign Constitution of the Realm — 

And all things needful to perpetuate 

A breed of strong and wise and noble Men. 

Next I beheld the Churches, with their Spires 

Pointing in Heaven's name to the Higher Life ; 

Built for no Sect but for the Nation's use — 

Like God's love wooing All, with open door, 

Who thirst and hunger after righteousness — 

True Temples for the Weal of Human Souls ! 

There all the People gathered once a day — 

Joined in the Song of Praise — together prayed — 

And heard God's Holy Word read and explained, — 

Not by hair-splitting Champions of the Sects, 




But Men who spake with Christ's authority — 
Appealing to the Conscience and the Soul, 
In name of Truth and Righteousness and Love. 
These daily Ministrations — free to all — 
Had the Religious Training of the Young 
For their especial aim : — and Boys and Girls, 
Glad-eyed, came nocking with their Teachers there, 
And were instructed in the eternal laws 
Of Conduct — shown the Right and Wrong of things- 
Fired with the love of Men for love of God — 
Taught that high Character alone is great, 
Alone endures the shock of death and change, 
And is the Life-Immortal of the Soul ! 
And Workmen, wilh their mates, came nocking thi 
Mack with the grime of Toil, to worship God 
And seek their portion of the Bread of Life, 
During the mid-day Rest— two sacred hours, 
Now everywhere secured to all by law ! 
And Mothers, babe-in-arms, came flocking there— 
And Merchants from their desks— and rich and poor, 
And high and low — all ranks and ages came, 
And with one heart the Eternal Father praised ; — 
Kindling each other unto mutual love 
And good works, for the love of Christ to All. 
For Church-life, poor and meagre in the Past, 
Had now resumed its crowning influence, 
And claimed and was confessed by men to be 
The Soul — the eternal part— of all our life. 
And Clergymen were now true Men of God, 
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Ordained by our fair Order of the Cross 

As Ministers of Religion — not because 

Of talking or of visiting Parson-power, 

As lungs or legs were Apostolic gifts, — 

But for the power of setting Souls on fire 

With love of goodness, purity, and truth, 

With love of all Mankind for love of God. 

And now, their life was neither withered dry 

In selfish culture — mincing once a week 

Shreds of Philosophy with Bread of Life \ 

Nor was their strength squandered on trifling cares, 

Tables to serve, trotting from door to door, 

And wasting highest force on smallest things — 

As if God brewed a storm to wet a flower, 

Or forged the lightning-flame to please a child. 

No ! these were works for humblest Christian men : — 

The Pastors special mission was — to stand 

Highest among the Flock in all things high ; 

A Teacher sent from God — in Things of God 

The Leader of them all, provoking them 

To love and good works for the love of Christ. 

In presence of such Men — Sects disappeared ; 

The People, with one heart, around them thronged ; 

The party names and watchwords of the Past 

Were but remembered as an ugly dream ; 

Christian at last meant Christ-like — Creed was none, 

Save faith in God and vow to follow Christ ; 

And Ministers were but most God-like Men, 

Ordained to teach the Young the love of Good, 



And train the People to all Higher Life — 
Life, built on no loose speculative sands, 
But that Eternal Rock— the Father's Will, 
Revealed through Nature, Scripture, Conscience, 
Christ 



Next rose the Halls of Justice and the Arts — 
Theatres of the People— where the Life 
Of a free Nation showed its varied force. 
There Law and Social Order sat enthroned — 
The Constitution seen at work by all ; 
There Music, Drama, with all sister Arts, — 
Esthetic, yet instructive, — held their sway ; 
There ruddy Joy and wholesome Laughter met, 
With gladness oiling alt the wheels of Life; 
There Hospitality her brightest bloomed, 
And spread her Stalls for health and happy cheer ; 
In fine, all things that give intelligence 
And tone to Public Life did flourish there. 
The goddess Justice veiled not her pure face, 
Behind the forms and fences of the Past, 
But sat, full-orbed, in simple majesty 
Administering the Laws in view of All — 
Beloved the more the more that she was known. 
Judges, revered and incorruptible — 
Courts, held from week to week— decisions clear, 
Whose common sense constrained assent from all, 
Except perhaps the losing client — days 
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For each Thousand, fixed yet frequent terms, 

When Courts would sit and every case be heard — 

Yet, more than all, free access for the poor, — 

Wealth — Station — gaining no advantage there, 

But All men equal in the eye of Law : — 

These things endeared the Halls of Justice — drew 

The People thither as to Temples, where 

Justice was reverenced as the Name of God, 

And Right and Truth were worshipped and obeyed. 

There, also, Statesmen met the multitude — 

Expounded Home and Foreign Policy — 

Enforced the true Law of all. National life, 

Order and Progress moving hand in hand — 

And filled the People with intelligence 

About the State, and patriotic love 

Towards its Constitution, strong yet free ! 

There Music sang her sweetest — played her best ; 

Not trilling forced and shallow sentiment 

In strains as false to Nature as to Art, 

But, as full-throated Birds sing out their hearts, 

Rendering the deathless Songs of every Land, 

Wherein pure Art and perfect Nature meet 

There also Drama trod her chequered stage, 

Depicting Human Nature true to life — 

Yet still in Virtue's praise rebuking Vice ; 

No longer had sweet Modesty to blush, 

Or shrink from Theatres as dens of Sin ; 

Lust found no fuel then to feed its fire, 

Nor fierce Ambition breath to blow its flame ; 




Parents and Children sat together there- 
Art shedding its pure joys around their life ; 
And, chiefly, there they saw the history 
Of their own Land, and great Events of Time, 
Revived upon the stage before their eyes — 
By skilful Actors, to the post ordained, 
And, as the People's Teachers, ranking high 
Among the Saints and Heroes of the Cross 1 
There, too, Amusement frolicked in her glee, 
While wholesome Laughter held his happy sides ; 
And there Refreshment spread her healthful Board, 
Without the Drinks that madden and destroy, 
But rife with all that gladdens and restores. 
At last had People learned, how to be glad, 
Vet rational — their pleasures how to take, 
Without an aftercome of sad regrets ; 
At last the eyes of good men filled to see 
The rising of a Race — trained, disciplined, 
To live as Sons of God upon the Earth, 
And shed their light and joy through all the World. 



While thus I gazed entranced — Thou, O my Queen, 

Hungering to see thy People's Happiness, 

Didst march in Royal Progress through the Land. 

I walked beside Thee, and beheld thy face 

Beam with the light of Heaven, as Thou didst see, — 

In Village, Town, and City— Temples rise, 

Sacred to Letters, Worship, and the Arts ; 
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I sat with Thee in Councils of the Wise, 

From shire to shire, and saw Thee weep with joy 

To hear the triumphs of Self-Sacrifice : — 

How Nobles had ennobled twice their names 

By Lands devoted to the Nation's use ; 

How Merchant-Princes had together vied 

In coining Gold for others' Highest Good, 

How not the Rich alone, but even the Poor, 

Among the Order of the Cross did give 

A Tenth, and sometimes more, with willing heart ; 

And how, from Class to Class throughout the Realm, 

The Passion, like a holy fever, spread — 

To love each other for the love of God, 

And find in blessing others perfect bliss. 

I saw the Best — by vote of all, the Best — 

To Thee presented and by Thee advanced 

To worthy Rank amid the praise of All. 

For now at last none held aloof from Thee 

Or from Thy glorious work — except the Bad, 

The irredeemably debased and lost, 

Whose final choice of Evil as their Good 

Had forced Society to tie their hands, 

And hinder them from hurting other Men, — 

Though self-destroyed despite or love or force ! 

The Nation — all the Nation — realized 

The victories achieved and possible 

Through that one perfect law, — Self-Sacrifice. 

Good Men of saintly and heroic mould 

Glowed into flame beneath its influence ; 
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Men, self-content, inclined to selfishness, 

Were fired by love, and raised above themselves ; 

While all-round Education bore its fruits, 

And pointed to the swiftly-nearing day 

When our fair Order should embrace the Realm, 

And God's own Kingdom — righteousness and peace 

And truth and love — flourish in all men's hearts, 

Rule in each Home, and glorify the Land 






That Scene passed on, but still the Vision grew : — 

Not many years elapsed, when I beheld 

What seemed another Age, another World I 

The very fate of Social Life had changed, 

And bloomed with hope, like a fresh country Girl 

Glad singing at her work in fields of May. 

The fierce antipathies of Class to Class 

Had vanished — swallowed in the Higher Love 

That glories in the Happiness of All. 

Ranks still survived— some rich and others poor — 

For God meant not all Men to be alike 

More than all angels, stars, or flowers, or trees. 

Ranks still survived — but not the yawning Gulf, 

That severed Wealth from abject Misery — 

Across which, from the one side grinned Contempt, 
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And from the other Hatred darkly scowled ; 
Rich Men had learned at last the use of Wealth, 
And poor Men envied not Wealth rightly used. 
Ranks still survived — the Rulers and the Ruled — 
For Heaven itself is Order ; God, a King ; 
The Few command — the Many must obey. 
Ranks still survived — but not the howling waste, 
By which vile Tyranny severed Class from Class ; 
Force, now reserved for Criminals alone, 
Resigned its Government to Right and Law — 
The Rulers ruled in love and righteousness, 
The Ruled obeyed in righteousness and love. 



The Burning Questions of the Past were quenched 
In streams of common Sense and common Love ! 
Masters and Men submitted all disputes 
To Councils of the Wise in every shire — 
Whose Verdict, if appealed, might be reviewed 
By a grand Board of Trade for all the Land, 
Whose free decision stood for final Law. 
Thus too were Wages fixed from term to term — 
The market-price of everything produced 
Ruling the price of labour for the same ; 
While every Workman, free to work his best, 
Might reap the fruits of diligence and skill ; 
And every Master, free to choose his Men, 
Might still repress the Bad — the Good promote — 
Fearless of Union threats or Union laws. 



The senseless Strike, the tyrannous Lock-out — 
That Civil War which spared the strong, but slew 
Weak women, helpless children, aged men — 
Illegal now by mutual compact deemed, 
And viewed with hatred and with shame by all, — - 
Gave place to Arbitration wise and free, 
Where Masters gave what Markets would allow, 
And Men wrought gladly for what could be given, 
Now more — now less — still cheerfully received ! 
The yawning Gulfs of Pauperism and Crime 
Were bridged at last :— the honourably Poor 
Were fed and sheltered for the love of Christ ; 
The Criminal were forced to keep themselves, 
And labour for their Wives and Families. 
The Poor Law had but one clause — Charity 
For God's sake to the Poor :— Parochial Buards, 
Transfigured by the light of human Love, 
Became an Ordinance divine, to bind 
Society together; — generous Men 
And noble-hearted Women, visiting 
The fatherless and widows, pouring forth 
At once the gift of bread and grace of love. 
Heartless Machinery, which ground the poor 
And made them fierce and bitter in their moods, 
Gave place to human hands and tender hearts — 
Administering the Laws of Charity, 
And pouring in the oil and wine of Love. 
The Poor, who had no Homes, were boarded out 
In other Homes — respectable though poor, 
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And there sustained 'midst scenes of family life 
Which soothed their hearts and cheered their closing 

days. 
Orphans were viewed as presents from the Lord — 
Freely adopted into Christian Homesr— 
And trained, where needful, at the public charge, 
Till full-equipped as virtuous Citizens. 
The Church — the Christian Church of every Shire — 
Made this her daily and distinctive work,— 
To feed the hungry, clothe the naked, find 
Homes for the homeless and the desolate, 
And make the Widow and the Orphan sing. 
Churches had forfeited the Christian name, 
If works so blessed had been basely left 
To hireling Officers of heartless Boards I 
The Poor-House, so detested by the Poor, 
Which put its brand on Poverty as crime, 
Had vanished from the Land ; the Orphanage, 
Which gave the Children Barracks, not a Home, 
Was swept away or sealed for other use— 
Supplanted by adopting Mother's care 
And family life — divine however poor ! 
Industrial Prisons, also, took the place 
Of old and wasteful Cells of Punishment ; 
Men, who had broken with all Social Laws, 
Were not maintained at cost of better Men, 
But forced to keep their Households and themselves 
By thorough Discipline and fruitful toils. 
There, Criminals fulfilled their term — and there, 
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Though under separate discipline and law, 

The Drunkard and the Prostitute were trained 

To self-control and pure and sober life ; — 

Their term of service followed by a term 

Of free probation — whereby, Self-control, 

If manifested, won their Liberty ; 

If not, the State recalled their freedom — took 

Away their power to wreck Society — 

And disciplined tbem to support themselves. 

Thousands of poor forgetful Drunkards blessed 

The hands which placed them there, and took their 

gains 
To Mother, Child, or Wife, who else had starved ; 
Thousands of poor Unfortunates rejoiced, 
That stronger Wills than theirs had grasped the Helm 
And harboured them beyond the reefs of Doom—' 
On which they rushed, helpless yet miserable 1 
For Men at last had learned to apply the law — 
That no one shall have right or liberty 
To lead a life that saps Society ; 
That those who can't or wont control themselves 
Must be controlled, even in their self-despite, 
At least for others' good if not their own, 
As Infants, destitute of spiritual sense — 
As moral Idiots, — as Incapables — 
With care of whom Society is charged 
Till Manhood and the lightof Conscience dawn. 
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The great Drink Question too had solved itself : — 
By Education — by the Laws of Health — 
By happy Homes — by rational Delights — 
By numerous National Refreshment Halls, 
Full of all things that cheer but not destroy — 
The Drunkard Manufactories were closed, 
And all Temptations to abuse removed. 
This was the triumph of our Order fair ; 
Who, seeing Drink-shops practically used 
To kindle and encourage love of Drink, 
Freely withdrew in noble self-constraint — 
Sworn to discontinuance and suppress whate'er 
Even tended to degrade and curse Mankind, 
Or sap the base of Virtue — Self-control ! 
Each Member in our Order of the Cross 
Shrank back from every custom, every place, 
Which even seemed to foster love of Drink ; 
So that from Palace-door to lowly Cot 
Encouragements — seductions to the Vice — 
Were all abolished ! Men, who would get Drunk — 
Slaves to unbridled Appetite alone — 
Were self-destroyed, not slain by Social Laws. 
Force there was none, except the moral force 
Of laws — enacting, for the Common-weal, 
That Houses of Refreshment which purveyed 
All marketable kinds of Meat and Drink, 
And they alone, should have the right to sell 
Intoxicating Drinks for common use ; 
All which — save Alcoholic Drinks alon< 
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Being found already in the Public Halls 

Of entertainment for each Thousand, — they 

Who fell had no temptation to the Vice, 

But wooed the tempter, sought the snare, and brought 

The guilt of blood on their own heads alone ; — 

The State, as God's vicegerent in the Land, 

Washing its hands of everything that seemed 

A bane, and not a blessing, to Mankind ! 

But, O My Queen, the Time would fail to tell 

What else I saw of beautiful and strange, 

As Misery and Darkness passed away, 

And Earth's New Order glorified the World. 

Not in the great Affairs and Institutes 

That strike the Eye, was Change supremely felt ; 

But in the pure and peaceful Heart of Man — 

And in the sweet Home-life that breathed of love — 

And in the Social Order dear to God. 



The utter Wretchedness, that breeds despair 
And fierce disorder, was at length relieved ; 
For Men no longer glared at Men with scom, 
But, strong in self-respect, respected more 
The Rights of all— stern in self- discipline, 
Yet gloried in a boundless Charity — 
And, noble in their self-dependent pride, 
Yet joyfully each others' burdens bore. 
Thus Earth predicted Heaven, as the Rose 
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Of highest culture and of perfect bloom 
Is seen pre-figured in the wild wood Rose* — 
Both sweet and pure, but one most beautiful \ 

Nor sat the Light on British Realms alone, 

But spread from this fair Isle as from a sun 

Emerging out of Ocean — tipped the hills 

Of high Thought and pure Faith in other Lands— 

And smote the Shadows sleeping in their Vales — 

Till Ignorance and Misery were doomed, 

And ancient Darkness trembled for his throne. 

Forth went a brave and noble Mission Band : 

Dukes, Lords, and Captains of our Order fair, 

Vieing with humblest Soldiers of the Cross 

To preach the Christian Commune — to proclaim 

The Brotherhood of Man to Man in God 

The Universal Father — to display, 

Alike by precept sage and practice pure, 

New Life for each, new Social Laws for all. 

Republics heard their voice, — beheld their life — 

Renounced with shame their own wild-shifting Creed, 

The mere mad Gospel of Majorities — 

And based their Acts on God's Eternal Laws — 

The Ordinances of Conscience, for the State, 

The Family, the individual Soul,— 

Which ask no sanction from the Votes of Men, 

And stand uncancelled though the World deny ! 

Imperial Despots heard, — and Freedom rose 

Unshackled, looking Tyrants in the face, 



To vindicate the Eternal Rights of Man ; 

Not Freedom, red with blood and armed with steel, 

Trampling with license others' liberties — 

But Freedom, speaking in the name of God 

Of each Man's Duty and of all Men's Rights ; — 

Freedom, full-armed with Gospel light and love, 

Proclaiming warfare to the bitter end, 

With Ignorance and Tyranny and Crime ; 

Freedom, subduing her pure neck to bear 

The glorious yoke of Order and of l*P — 

Till Despotism and Anarchy, twin-fiends, 

Fled terror-struck and shamed from out the Lands, 

Thrice-ruined by their demon-influences ; 

While Nations learned, at length, that Law Supreme 

Is neither one Man's Will nor all Men's Vote — 

But Goodness, Truth, and Love— the Will of God — 

The Voice of Conscience unimpeachable — 

The immutable Foundations of the World ! 



While still I gazed, the Statesmen of the Earth 

Were planning to make Wars impossible ; 

Binding all Peoples in a world-wide League 

Of Human Brotherhood— pledged to maintain 

No standing Armies eager for the fray, 

Provocative of battles, but to train 

All Men as Patriots and Citizens, 

For self-defence, and for the punishment 

Of him who struck the first aggressive blow — 
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Thereby incurring Vengeance from them all. 

They planned brief yearly Drills, when every Man 

Of age and strength should answer to his name 

At military Centres, and be taught 

The laws of Warfare and the use of Arms. 

So should the Family of Nations grow 

Like Children of one Father ; strong or weak, 

Fulfilling each the part allowed by God ; 

No Outcasts there except the self-exiled — 

No ban against the Prodigal's return — 

Their last appeal, the Arbitrament of love ! 



Whilst these things grew upon my ravished eye, 
And distant Lands and Islands caught the Dawn 
Of God's fair Kingdom come — Thou, O my Queen, 
Tears in thine eye yet gladness on thy face 
Didst kneel before the Throne in prayer to God, — 
Thy Crown set down before Thee, while I knelt 
Aloof in awe and listened to thy words : — 



" Father of All ! eternal Lord and King ! 
I bear this Nation on my Heart to Thee ; 
And though no Earthly Parent e'er can love, 
As Thou, the least of these Thy little Ones — 
Yet I too, with a Mother's passion, yearn 
After their present and eternal Weal. 
O God and Father ! Thou didst read my Soul, 



When in the flush of youthful Royalty, 

I vowed to take no honour, know no rest, 

Nor wear the Crown, nor sit upon the Throne, 

Till I, with all the Best in all my Land, 

Had done whatever Hand and Heart and Brain 

Could do to lighten Human Misery. 

Read once again my Soul — prostrate in praise — 

Adoring Thee for what has been achieved, 

And for the Hope of that which still may be ; 

Read once again my Heart, and hear its prayer 

Deep syllabled by every living throb, 

But baffling the poor force of mortal speech. 

I bless Thee, God and Father, for the Joy 

That sings in Hearts and Homes once drenched with 

The Peace that broodeth like a gentle dove 

On Men and Nations once at daggers drawn ; 

The eternal Righteousness — the granite Rock 

Whereon the New Society is reared ; 

And the o'er-arching canopy of Love — 

Divine yet human, human yet divine, — 

Which springs from Earth all round yet strikes the stars, 

Which cheers yet glorifies the life of Man. 

I bless thee, God and Father, for the Hope, 

That our fair Order of the Cross shall spread 

Till Earth grows glad beneath its ample shade ; 

And for the Faith, serene, invincible, 

That soon all Kingdoms of this World shall be 

The Kingdom of our Lord and of his Christ ! 
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Thou, who art Self-sacrifice, behold 
With sympathetic eyes Thy Followers here — 
Yearning to live and die for others' Good ; 
Work mightily within them — lead them on 

By the same Spirit, Lord, which dwelt in Thee — 

Rather to war with Ignorance than Crime, 

To conquer Sin by growth of Holiness, 

And through New Hearts bring in New Heavens and 

Earth. 
And now I bow before Thee, King of kings, 
And Lord of lords, Ruler of all the Worlds — 
Set, if it please Thy Sovereign Will, this Crown 
At length upon my Head, which I will wear 
For Thy sole glory and the People's good, 
Till all its jewels sparkle in Thy praise : 
Place me upon this Throne — which stands secure, 
Based on the Nation's gratitude and love, — 
Its gold all blazing with the blessed light 
That streams from beaming Eyes and happy Hearts ! 
And in the far yet swiftly-nearing Age, 
When not the Hilltops only but the Vales — 
The lowliest Heart as well as loftiest Brain — 
Smit with the light of Knowledge and of Love, 
Shall glow beneath the New World's perfect Noon ; 
Then as Men backwards peer into the Past 
And speak of those who lived for others' Good — 

1 ask no higher praise, O Lord of Grace, 



Than to be honoured as the Mother-Queen, 
The Queen who laved her People as a Mother .' 



Thine Albert, my Queen, hath told his Dream, 
As it passed on in splendour and in tears ; 
And now he wakes and hears the moaning World, 
The multitudinous Wail of Human Hearts : — 
But We, and all who think with us, shall change 
That moan to Music and that waii to Song, — 
Not by the blast of gun or trumpet blare, 
But by the light of Knowledge and of Love 
Shed through the Heart and Brain of every Land! 



THE SONG OF SONGS ; 

OR, 

THE DRAMA OF DIVINE AND EARTHL Y 

LOVE. 
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The Song of Songs — the Song of Love Divine — 
I sing : — Muse of God, inspire the line, 
And let the numbers, warm yet pure, arise 
From Earthly Love to Love that seeks the Skies. 

He who in Proverbs man's "Whole Duty ' showed — 
Shrined in the precepts and the fear of God, 
And in Ecclesiastes, sad, sublime, 
Proclaimed the "Vanity" of Earth and Time, 
Here sings the " Song of Love," whose perfect joy 
Nor Time can quench nor Death itself destroy ! 

Among the Jews, till thirty years of age, 

It was forbid by Rabbi's precept sage 

To read this Song, lest its seraphic fire 

Might be debased to feed impure desire ; 

But age is here no test — the unhallowed Soul 

Who wrests this Scripture would pervert the whole, 
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While to the pure in heart all things are pure 
Where Grace can live or Innocence endure. 

Come, pass with me beyond the Outer Court — 
The " Law " — where Seekers after God resort j 
Enter the Holy Place of Bible lore— 
The " Prophets " — which anointed Souls explore ; 
And bow at length within the Inmost Shrine — 
Holy of Holies — " Psalms " and Songs divine, 
Where Souls on fire shed all their loves abroad 
And glow Seraphic as they gaze on God ! 

Lo, here the Bridegroom wooes and wins His Bride, 
Till Love sits throned in Marriage at His side : — 
Perfect Ideal of what Love should be, 
From the first kiss on to the last degree 
Which casteth out all fear, and claims its due — 
One heart, one soul, one being fur the Two 1 
Ideal Love — Ideal Marriage --shine 
Upon our gaze from out this page divine ; 
That perfect Union of the S(;u! which springs 
From perfect love — the sacred Poet sings ; — 
Ordained type, which God Himself approve*, 
Of the Soul's Courtship and celestial Loves, 
Wherein the Heavenly Bridegroom wooes His Bride 
And thrones the Soul Redeemed in Marriage at His 
side. 
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PART I. (Ch. i. ii. 7.) 

The Bride appears, with Love's impassioned cry 
Upon her lips and langour in her eye : — 

" Oh for the kisses of His mouth 

My Heart to greet, 
Like breezes blowing from the South — 

Soft, warm, and sweet ! " 

Thus pants the Heart for deeper draughts of Love, 
Thus thirsts the awakened Soul for God above ; 
The hunger grows with that which feeds it, till 
The Loved One gives Himself the famished Heart to fill. 



The Chorus, echoing back the Bride's sweet song, 
Her Bridegroom's praise in thrilling notes prolong : — 

"Thy love is better than wine — 
Than the blood-red juice of the Vine, 

From a thousand clusters poured ; 
Sweet are thine odours, but sweeter thy name 
Which setteth all Virgin-hearts on flame — 

O royal Bridegroom and Lord ! " 

The Bride, inspired by deeper longings still, 
Cries for the Bridegroom's self her heart to fill : — 



" Oh let Him draw me to his arms 

In love and grace, 
Let me be ravished with the charn 

Of His embrace!" 



The Chorus, kindling at her cry, proclaim 

In nobler notes the royal Bridegroom's fame : — 

"We shall follow Thee, Bridegroom and Lord, 

We shall celebrate thy praise ; 
Our songs like dew on thy head shall be poured 

And glorify all thy ways ! " 



The Bride doth still her absent Lord bewail, 
And finds, without Himself, all comforts fail : — 

" The King Himself did bring me here — 

His Bride, His Dove ; 
But oh the royal Halls are drear 

Without His love ! " 



The Chorus, breathing forth their warmest praise, 
Exalt the Bridegroom in still loftier lays : — 

" Glad will we be and rejoice in Thee, 

Singing Thy praises in numbers free, 

O royal Bridegroom and Lord 1 
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We will sing the praise of Thy Love divine, 
More than others have sung the praises of wine — 
O Thou, by all Hearts adored ! " 



Thus longs the loving Heart for her Beloved — 
Deeper and deeper by His absence moved ; 
His name, His praises, sounding in her ear, 
But swell the cry — " O that my Lord were here !" 
Thus too the soul that once has tasted God — 
Through Nature and through Jesus shed abroad — 
Bewails His absence, yearns to feel a-nigh 
The wonder and the glory of His Eye ; 
While all these praises that assail her ear 
But whet the passion for His presence dear. 



The Bride, appealing, strives herself to prove 
As not unworthy of the Bridegroom's love : — 

" Dark am I but comely, Daughters of Salem fair, 
Dark as the tents of Kedar covered with black goats' hair, 
Yet comely as the Curtains, woven with silk and gold 
Round Solomon's pavilion in many a glorious fold : — 
Despise not then the colour of my sun-burnt swarthy 

cheek, 
Nor deem me all unworthy of the Royal love I've won ; 

M 



My Mother's sons in jealousy made me the Vineyards 
keep — 
But the Vineyard of my beauty I have wasted in the 
sun." 



Protesting thus, She from the Chorus turns, 
And sings again the love that in her bums : — 

"Oh Thou beloved of my soul, 

Where feeds thy flock ? 
Tell me, where restest Thou at noon 

By brook or rock ? 
For why should I with weary heart 

Thine absence mourn, 
And lone by Thy Companions' flocks 

My footsteps turn ? " 

The Chorus, half in irony, pourtray — 

As " if she knew it not " — Love's beaten way . — 

" Go forth, O thou fairest of Women fair, 
Where the foot-tracks show that the flocks repair ; 
There feed thy Kids by the Shepherd's tents, 
And wait for the Bridegroom's blandishments." 



She turns to trace the Sheep-tracks while they singj 
And meets at once her Shepherd and her King ! 
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Thus Hearts that sigh for loved ones sigh in vain, 

Until they seek the haunts where these remain : 

Thus too the souls that long to meet with God 

Must take the old well-beaten Gospel-road, 

And find Him as the souls of yore have found 

Where flow still waters through green pasture ground 

No empty sighing, howsoever deep, 

Will draw to thee the Shepherd of the Sheep ; 

Go forth, where His beloved Ones repair, 

Thy young " Kids" feed — thy Young loves cherish there ; 

Use every means of Grace by God enjoined — 

For they who " seek," not they who sigh, shall find ! 



The Bridegroom-King appears upon the scene, 
And thus salutes his blushing Bride and Queen : — 

" I liken thee, O my Love, to the Steed 

Stately-stepping and free, 
In Pharoah's Chariots taking the lead 

And beautiful to see ; 
As the gilded trapping around it flows 

In gemmed and jewelled fold, 
So thy cheeks are comely with jewel-rows — 

Thy neck with chains of gold ! " 



The Chorus chime in soft response, and sing 
How they will make her lovelier to the King : — 
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"We'll make thee borders of gold, 

O royal Bride ! 
With silver studs on each fold, 

Adown by thy side." 



The Bride, inspired by what her Bridegroom says, 
Tums full upon the King and sings His praise : — 

" While the King at His royal table sits, 

My spikenard smelleth sweet, 
As I break the box in a thousand bits 

And pour it on His feet ; 
Like a bundle of myrrh, in my bosom to lie, 

Is my Well-beloved to me ; 
Like clusters of Camphire from Engedi, 

Where fragrant the Vineyards be." 

The Bridegroom singeth, in responsive air, 

His " Song of Loves " : — 
" Oh, thou art fair my Love ! Oh, thou art fair ! 

Thine Eyes are Doves ! " 



The Bride replies, on dappled sward reposed, 
Where glorious ancient Trees above them closed :- 

"0 my Belove'd, thou art fair, yea sweet — 
Also our bed is green j 
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The cedar and the pine tree branches meet 
Above us for a screen." 



The Bridegroom, soft-reclining by her side 

In love's embrace, thus celebrates His Bride : — 

" I am the Rose of Sharon in thine eyes, 
Thou art the Lily of the Vale in mine ; 

As doth the lily among thorns arise, 
So doth my Love among the Daughters shine." 



The Bride returns her Lover's fond embrace, 
And sings His praises with a double grace : — 

" Among the Sons, my own Beloved blooms bright, 
As blooms the apple-tree 'mong woodlands waste; 

I sit beneath His shade with great delight, 
And Oh His fruit is sweet unto my taste !" 



Then, bursting into Song He loved to hear, 

She soothed His heart to rest and charmed His Ear :- 

" He brought me to the Banquet Hall — 
My Love, my Lord, 
And Oh ! the stateliest of them all 
Was my Adored ; 
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His Banner over me was Love 

Within the Hall, " 
He honoured me — His Bride, His Dove, 

Amidst them all. 

Stay me with clusters of the Vine — 

I cannot move ; 
With apples cheer this Heart of mine — 

I'm sick of Love ; 
His left band is beneath my head — 

My Love, My Lord ; 
His right around my Heart is laid — 

My own Adored I" 

Thus, swooning in a trance of pure delight, 
She bids away the Chorus from her sight : — 

" 1 charge you, Daughters of Salem fair, 
By the roes and the hinds of the field beware ; 
Stir not nor awake my Love, till He please, 
Prom this perfect trance of pure Heart's-Ease." 

The First Act of our Drama endeth here — 
Where Love's sun shineth in the Heavens clear; 
Hearts which, while severed, found no place of rest, 
Have met at last and arc supremely blest ! 

So Souls, that sigh for God, in vain shall sigh 
"Until they gaze into Immanuel's eye — 
Fall at His feet and nestle in His arms- 
Soothed yet entranced by His celestial charms. 
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PART II. (Ch. ii. 8— iii. 5.) 

The Bride, fresh-hearted like a lamb at play, 

Recalls the memories of an earlier day ; 

She tells how with the " Spring " her Lover came, 

And kindled in her Heart affection's flame ; 

And how by night His Image fired her brain, 

While she pursued " Love's Dream " — but not in vain. 



O sweet memorials of Life's early prime ! 
Within our ears the silver bells still chime 
Which seemed to fill the Universe with bliss, 
When Heart met Heart in Love's first holy kiss ! 

The Bride, half-musing with her Heart alone, 
Thus painteth to the Chorus days agone : — 

" The Voice of my Beloved, lo ! 

He cometh on the mountains leaping — 
O'er the hills skipping like a roe 

Or a young hart in time of reaping ; 
He standeth by our vineyard wall, 

And eager through the window peereth ; 
His glances through the lattice fall, 

Like bloom of sundawn when it neareth ; 
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And then, in words whose music still doth ring, 
He burst upon me with this song of Spring : — 

' Arise my Love, my fair One, Come ! 
The Winter is past, the Rain is gone ; 
The Flowers begin on the Earth to bloom, 
The Birds have their singing Plumage on ; 
The Voice of the Turtle Dove cries, Come ! 
The Fig-tree sprouleth on every spray, 
The Vines are fragrant with tender bloom, 
My Love, my fair One — -Come away !' 

" When the Song ended, and I came not near, 
This passionate Cry fell on my listening ear : 

' O Dove of mine, within the clefts so high, 

Or hid in secret nook of rocky 
To see thy Face — to hear thy Voice I sigh — 

A Voice so sweet, a Face so comely fair !' 

" Then, from my vineyard rock-enclosed retreat, 

With snatch of Song I did my Lover greet — 

Hinting the toils and ditties which confined 

Me to my post, at least till Day declined, 

But owing that His presence then were dear 

To Her whose Voice seemed music in His Ear : — 

' Take us the foxes,' said Brothers of mine, 

When they placed me here in the Keepers' room; 
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1 The little foxes that spoil the Vine, 

For our Vines with tender grapes are a-bloom.' 
My Beloved is mine and I am His — 

He feedeth His Flock where the lilies lie ; 
Turn thou where the Hills of Bether swell, 
And be like a roe or a young gazelle, 

Till the day breathe cool and the shadows die." 



How often, Oh how oft ! since that Springtide, 
Hath Lover wooed and Maiden fair replied ; 
He, hot with blood of May in every vein, 
Breathing pure passion in resistless strain ; 
She, tingling to the heart with Love's response, 
Yet fears to yield her glory all at once ! 
They meet at Eve, their mutual Hearts reveal — 
Nor death nor time shall quench the love they feel ! 

Oh ! comely was it of the Jew to hear 
This Song recited with each opening year, 
In memory of that " Spring " when Moses* God 
Called Israel forth from Egypt's Dark abode : — 
Oh ! comely were it of the Christian still 
This Song to ponder, till the Heart shall fill 
With tender memories of that Springtide, 
When Jesus called and all the Soul replied ; 
Or rather with bright hopes, should I not say, 
Of that more glorious swiftly-nearing Day — 
The eternal Spring — the Rising of the Just — 
When Flowers that sleep shall blossom from the Dust. 
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The Bride continuing, with the Chorus near, 
Relates young Love's " First Dream " within their e 

"By night my thoughts began to rove, 

And dreams across my fancy shot ; 
I sought Him whom my Soul doth love— 

I sought Him but I found Him not ! 
Then seemed 1 to myself to say — 

Arise and through the City go, 
In streets and broad ways let me stray 

And seek Him whom my Soul doth know ; 
Sweet dream across my fancy shot — 

I sought Him but I found Him not ! 

"The Watchmen, who the streets control, 

Found me, to whom I raised the Cry — 
'Saw ye the Darling of my Soul 

For whom my longing Heart doth sigh ? ' 
I passed and soon I found my Love, 

And Oh to me the sight was dear ; 
I held Him — would not let Him move — 

It was so sweet to have Him near ! 
I brought Him to my Mother's house — 
And there I paid Him all my vows." 

Recalling thus that early Dream of Love 

And that First Visit which her Heart did move, 

She shows us how the Passion-flame began 

Which now through every vein like summer ran ; — 
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Her Modesty suggesting scenes like these, 
To explain why here we find her, full at ease, 
Laid in her Bridegroom's arms in pure delight 
And bidding back the Chorus from her sight : — 

" I charge you, Daughters of Salem fair, 
By the roes and the hinds of the field beware ; 
Stir not nor awake my Love, till He please, 
From this perfect trance of pure Heart's-Ease." 



Thus when we bask beneath Affection's noon, 
And Spousal love hath warmed to perfect June, 
We soothe the parched Heart with memories dear 
Of songs and scenes that wont the Soul to cheer ; 
The Present sheds on all the Past sweet light, 
And tints what once was cloud with silver-white ! 

Thus too the Soul that nestles close to God 
And finds in Jesu's arms its safe abode, 
Rejoices to recall that early day 
When Love broke forth with faint yet kindling ray — 
Relates her Lord's first Visit, and the word 
Which thrilled with fire from Heaven each bosom chord- 
And tells — the oftener told the sweeter grown — 
How She did pant and sigh when left alone, 
And longed for Him by day, and dreamed by night, 
Until His presence charmed her ravished sight ! 



Here ends Part Second of our Song Divine — 
Love Crowning Love in pure Affection's shrine ; 
Hark ! soon the silver bells shall chime out sweet, 
And torches blaze the Bridal Band to greet ; 
For He, who thus hath wooed and won His Brid< 
Will throne her now in Marriage at His side. 
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PART III. (Ch. iil 6— v. 1.) 

We leave behind the breezy Northern Lands, 
And turn our steps to where Mount Zion stands ; 
The King hath struck his Tents of silk and gold, 
And marches South, with all his gallants bold ; 
The Bride prepares to follow, when shall come 
His Royal Escort to conduct her Home ! 



Lo ! yonder moves She glorious in array, 
While Zioris Daughters meet her on the way, — 
And burst with words of Welcome on her ear — 
Of boundless Wonder — as the Bride draws near :• 

" Who is She that cometh 

Up from the Jordan Vale, 
Like pillars of smoking incense 

Perfuming the gale, 
With myrrh and all sweet spices 

Which the Merchants show for sale ? 




The Royal Couch of Solomon ! — 
And round it arroe"d stand 

Three score of Israel's valiant men, 
Each with his sword in hand — 

Experts in war — Her guard by night- 
Such was the King's command ! 

King Solomon a stately Car 

Hath made of Lebanon trees, — 
Pillars of silver — roof of gold — 

And purple scats of ease- 
Hung round with tapestries of Love 
Which Salem's Daughters please !" 



The Chorus, kindling at this welcome-scene, 
List while the City's Daughters praise their Queen, 
Then, as the Bridegroom's self bursts on their sight, 
bing loud for all to grace the Spousal Rite : — 

" Go forth, ye Daughters of Zion, and see 

King Solomon's head by His Mother crowned, 

In this the day of His spousal glee — 
The day when His gladness of heart doth 
abound." 



Hush ! Now the Bridegroom cometh on the scene 
And thus salutes her — Sister, Bride, and Queen :■ — 
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" Oh, thou art fair, my Love, Oh, thou art fair ! 

Thine Eyes are doves within thy locks, 
And like a flock of goats — thy waving Hair — 

Which couch 'mong Gilead's rocks ; 
Thy Teeth are like the sheep all even-shorn 

Which from the washing we may meet, 
Not one is barren — twins of each are born, 

And shine in ranks complete ; 
Thy ruddy Lips are like a scarlet thread, 

Thy Mouth most comely to behold, 
Thy Temples are like rich pomegranates, laid 

Within thy locks' thick fold; 
Thy Neck is like the tower King David built, 

Whereon a thousand bucklers hang — 
All shields of mighty men, who blood have spilt } 

And heard the weapons clang ; 
Thy two Breasts are like twins of a gazelle, 

Which 'mong the lilies pure abide — 
But Time is short, and Speech is weak, to tell 

The Beauties of my Bride 1" 



The Bride here interrupts with modest grace 
And hints to wait more fitting time and place : — 

" Till the Day breathe cool and the shadows die, 
Let me to the mountain of myrrh retire — 

To the hill of frankincense let me hie, 
And wait aloof for the Bridegroom's desire." 
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Fall softly evening shades, and gently hide 

The Bridegroom's blest Espousals with His Bride ; 

Yet listen, with chaste heart and decent brow, 

The words in which they seal their marriage-vow : — 

" Thou art fair, my Love, thou art spotless fair — 

My Spouse, with roe from Lebanon come, 
With me from Amina, the lion's lair, 

Shenir and Hermon, the leopards' home ! 
Thou hast ravished my heart, my Sister- spouse, 

Thou hast ravished my heart with thine eyes, — 
One chain of thy neck hath bound me with vows 

Of Affection that never dies ; 
How fair is thy love my Sister, my Bride, 

How better far is thy love than wine, 
And the smell of thy perfumes at my side 

Than all the spices of breath divine ; 
Thy lips drop sweet, O spouse of my Song, 

As honeycomb that the sun shines on, 
For honey and milk are under thy tongue, 

And thy garments smell like Lebanon ; 
A garden enclosed is my Sister-spouse— 

A spring shut up— a fountain sealed ; — 
Thine orchard blooms rich with pomegranate 
boughs, 

And all pleasant fruits of the field, — 
[.Yiiviphirt: with spikenard, s;.ikuiii:'il and s,.i ffron. 
All trees of incense, sweet cane and c 

Aloes and myrrh, with all spices rare ; 
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A garden-fountain, a well of life, 
And streams from Lebanon flowing rife- 
My Spouse, my Sister fair ! " 



The Bride proclaims, within His ravished ear, 
That perfect Love which casteth out all fear : — 

" Awake, O north wind ! Come, thou south- 

And on my garden blow, 
That all its spices may flow forth 

To Him that loves me so ; 
Let my Beloved freely come 

Into His garden dear, 
And eat His pleasant fruits at home 

With love that knows no fear ! " 



The King responds, confirming all His Vows, 
With that which sealeth Her his darling Spouse :- 

" I come to my garden, my Sister-bride, 
I gather my myrrh with my spices fine ; 

I eat my virgin-honey — thy pride — 
I drink my wine with my milk divine." 

And then, with joyful voice, to Banquet-hall 
The Chorus and their Sisters He doth call ; — 

N 




" Eat, O Beloved I Drink, O Friends 1 

Yea, drink abundantly ; 
Thus Courtship pure in Marriage blends, 

Gladly and gallantly 1" 



Here ends the Third Part of our Song Divine, 
Where married Love bedews each holy line ! 
Oh happiest Hour of all beneath the sun — 
When Hearts that love become for ever one, 
In thought and being one, in blood and breath, 
For ever one through time and change and death ! 
F^rth knows no other joy, no second bliss, 
That for a moment can compare with this ; 
The God who made us made us quick with power 
To feel the speechless rapture of that hour — 
When I^ove supreme, with Love alone in view. 
Claims and receives that Seal which is its due ! 
Such is the Hour, and such the happy Day, 
Which God Himself hath chosen to pourtray 
That mystic union of supernal grace — 
Which locks the Soul of Man in Christ's embrace, 
Until the Human lives in the Divine 
And God and Man in perfect Will combine ! 
O blest Espousals, cancelled never more — 
Rather confirmed on the Eternal Shore, 
When one sweet kiss from the dear Bridegroom's lips 
Shall all the glories of the Past eclipse, 
As face to face we stand before the Throne — 
See as we're seen — and know as we are known ! 
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PART IV. (Ch. v. 2— vi. 9.) 

Reaction follows Rapture — Light and Shade 
Compose the Dream of which our Life is made ; 
A transient cloud will blot the noonday sun, 
A doubt will quench our raptures just begun ; 
The very fear of losing all this joy 
Will dash the ore of love with dark alloy. 

We pass the ravishment of Love supreme 

And hear the Bride relate her "Second Dream ; "- 

A dream of being left alone once more, 

Of listening to Him pleading at the door, 

Of rushing through the town with eager feet, 

And wailing after Him from street to street : — 

" I sleep, but my Heart is awake ; 
Lo ! thus my Beloved spake — 
' Open to me, my Sister, my Love, 

My Dove so spotless white, — 
For my head is filled with the dew, 
My locks with the drops of the night/ 



" I, eager for Him, yet did seem 
To answer, trifling, in my dream :— 



■ I have put off my coat, 

Shall I put it on the while ? 
1 have washed my feet, 

How should I them defile ? ' 



" Then my Belov'd thrust through His hand 

In by the door, 
And all the Heart within me yearned 

To Him the more 1 
I rose to go to my Beloved, 

I touched the lock — 
And, Oh ! my hands did fragrance stir, 
My fingers dropt sweet- smelling myrrh, 

My Heart nigh broke I 
Then opened I to my Belov'd, 

But my Belov'd was gone, 
My Soul went from me when He spake- 

And now I stood alone; 
I sought Him, but I found Him not, 

I called — He answeTed none ! 
The men that round the City go — 

The Watchmen— did me find; 
They smote me, yea, they wounded me, 

With word and blow unkind ; 
They took my Veil that round me falls— 
The cruel Watchmen of the walls — 

My Veil they did unbind." 



and 
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So dreamed the Bride, and, with her Dream distressed, 
Rushed forth to seek her Bridegroom's presence blessed; 
Once more to feel His arms around her Heart, 
And quench the fear that ever they should part 

Thus, 'mid the raptures of redeeming Love, 
A fear — a dream — across the Soul will move ; — 
A dream which makes us for God's presence pray, 
A fear which only Jesus can allay ! 



The Bride, relating thus her Dream, requires 
The Chorus to assist her fond desires : 

" I charge you, Daughters of Salem fair, 
If ye find my Belov'd where ye rove, 

That ye urge Him swift to my side to repair, 
And tell Him I'm sick of love ! " 



The Chorus, stirring her to praise the King, 
As if in careless tone responsive sing : — 

" What is thy Beloved more than another, 

Thou fairest of Women below ? 
Oh ! what's thy Belov'd more than any Belov'd, 

That thou dost adjure us so ? " 



The Bride, touched to the quick of passion, tells 
How her Belov'd all others far excells : — 



"Oh t white and ruddy is my BeloVd — 

The Chief est among ten thousand fair ; 
Head gold en -crowned, but bushy his locks, 

And black as the raven his Hair; 
His Eyes are as doves by the water-streams 

Milk-washed and fitly set ; 
His Cheeks are as sweet flowers — beds of spice. 

His Lips like lilies with myrrh-drops wet 
His Hands are as gold-rings, beryl-set, 

His Form like ivory sapphire-laid ; 
His Legs are as pillars of marble, lodged 

In sandal -sockets of fine gold made ; 
His Countenance is as Lebanon, 

Like the Cedars grand yet fine ; 
His Mouth is sweetness all — for breath 

And speech and smile divine ; 
Yea, He is altogether dear, 

Lovely beyond compare, 
This my Beloved — this my Friend — 

Daughters of Salem fair!" 

The Chorus, thrilled with her affection high, 
In sympathetic words make sweet reply : — 

" Oh whither has thy Beloved gone. 

Thou fairest of Women fair, 
Or whither turned — that we with Thee 

To His royal side may repair?" 



* 
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The Bride here caught a glimpse of her dear Lord, 
And thus to them and Him her Heart out-poured : — 

• 

" My Beloved hath into his garden gone, 

To the beds of spices rare — 
To feed in his garden all alone, 

To gather the lilies fair ; 
I am my Beloved's and He is mine, 

He feedeth among the lilies fine ! " 

The Bridegroom, now appearing on the scene, 
Proclaims the praises of his blushing Queen : — 

" As Tirzah beautiful, O Love of mine, — 

As Salem, comely Thou, 
And like the banner'd Hosts in awful line, 

With grandeur on thy brow ; 
O turn away thine Eyes ! their killing glance 

Hath overcome me quite ; 
Thy Hair is like a flock of goats that prance 

On Gilead's height ; 
Thy Teeth are like the sheep all even-shorn — 

From washing we may meet, 
Not one is barren — twins of each are born, 

And shine in ranks complete ; 
Thy Temples are as rich pomegranates, laid 

Within thy locks' thick fold ; 
Beauty herself is in thy Form displayed, 

With grace and charm untold ; 



The Queens are three— the Concubines four-score, 

The Virgins numberless ; — 
My Dove, my Undefiled, shines out before 

Them all in loveliness ; 
Her Mother's only One — the darling Best 

Of her that gave her birth, 
The Daughters gazed on her and called her blessed— 
The Queens and Concubines her praise confessed- 

As fairest of the Earth 1 " 



Here ends the Fourth Part of our Song Divine — 
"Where severed Hearts again in love combine 1 
Praise dies in deep Affection's pure embrace, 
Fears vanish in the sunshine of His face ; 
The Bride forgets her Dream and sinks to rest, 
Hushed to repose on her dear Husband's breast. 

So pass all fears and shadows from the Soul, 
When Cod Himself becomes Affection's goal ; 
And doubts will die in Love's serene accord, 
If thus we seek and find our absent Lord 
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PART V. (Ch. vi. 10— viii. 4.) 

The glories of the Throne begin to pall, 
The splendours of the Palace and the Hall ; 
The Bride confesses that her Heart will stray, 
And that her warmest thoughts are far away — 
Amongst the breezy Uplands of the North, 
Whence first the Royal Bridegroom called her forth. 
She wearies of the Court — but not the King ; 
'Tis very Love that makes her fancy cling 
'Round the memorials of that early day — 
The hills, the streams, the vineyards far away, — 
Where first the passion of her Soul was stirred 
When with the Spring her Lover's voice was heard ! 
Oh, that She had Him there again — her Own — 
All to Herself in Shepherd's Tent, alone — 
To serve, to wait upon, to walk beside, 
How would He glory in His Sister-Bride ! 

How many a Servant of the living God, 
Called forth by Duty to the World abroad — 
To live amid the din where Millions are, 
Or at the Court, or in the clang of War, — 
Would gladly leave the honours of his lot, 
Escape alone to that sequestered spot, 
Where first he learned to call the Lord his own, 
And there refresh His Heart with Christ alone ! 



The Chorus joyfully salute their Queen, 

Who cometh through the Garden to the scene :- 

" Who is She like the dawning Morn 
That our dazzled eye accosts, 

Fair as the Moon, clear as the Sun, 
And grand as the bannered Hosts ? " 



The Bride tells how the walnut-garden scene 
Revived within her what she once had been : — 

" Down to the Garden of Nuts went I, 

To see the fruits of the Vale— 
To see that the vine-tree flourished fair, 

And the pomegranate buds did not fail ; 
Ere ever I was aware, 

My Soul like a chariot flew — 
Like the chariots of Ammi-nadib, 

Transported by the view 1" 



The Chorus, glad such memories to share, 
Beseech her still to tarry with them there ;— 

" Return, O Shulamite, return — 
Still near thee would we be ; 

Return, O Shulamite, return — 
That we may look on thee ! " 
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The Bride responds, full-turning on their sight : — 
" What would ye see then in the Shulamite ?" 

The Chorus answer : — " What of yore we've seen — 
The Dance of Mahanaim on the green." 

Behold the Royal Bride — a Girl once more — 

Weaving the Dance upon the grassy floor, 

As when among the dales of Lebanon 

She charmed the Shepherds and their plaudits won. 

Her Form angelic — every footstep free 

As mountain breeze — her movements fair to see — 

The Soul of Harmony she glides along — 

Music in motion — pure, incarnate song — 

Whilst on the ravished vision flash and steal 

All heavenly charms that Beauty may reveal 

And shall the Soul, that marries Christ the King, 
Enjoy no more the frolics of the Spring — 
The laugh, the dance, the song, the innocent glee, 
Of child or lamb that gambols on the lea? 
For my part— others may do as they will — 
I bear a boy's glad Heart within me still, 
And mean to shed, through all the world abroad, 
The Sunshine of a Soul at peace with God ! 

The Chorus thus with rapture praise the Bride 
While She before them through the Dance doth glide :- 



" How beautiful are thy feet in the Dance, 

O Princess, Queen of the Heart ! 
Thy Limbs like the jewels flash and glance 

Polished by perfect Art ; 
Thy Girdle-clasp is a golden bowl, 

With mixt wine shining wet ; 
Thy rounded Form like a heap of whet 

With lilies flowered and set ; 
Thy Breasts are two young twins of the deer ; 

Thy Neck like the Ivory-Tower; 
Thine Eyes like the pools in Heshbon clear, 

By the Gate of the People's Power ; 
Like the Tower of Lebanon is thy Brow, 

That looks to Damascus fair ; 
Thine Head, like Carmel, where wave am 

The locks of thine auburn Hair — 
The King is held in each curling tress, 
And worships thy grace and loveliness ! 



The King, unseen, hath watched her in a trance, 
And thus salutes her glowing from the Dance : — 

" How fair and what a charm hast thou, 

O Love where Lover rests ! 
Thy Stature is like stately palm, 

Like clustering grapes thy Breasts ; 
I said, I will the Palm-tree climb, 

The branches thereof greet— 



'heat, 
" e deer ; 
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Thy Breasts be clusters of the Vine, 

Thy fragrance apple-sweet ! 
Thy Mouth tastes like the mellow wine " — 

" For my Belov'd," strikes in the Bride, 

" That stealeth sweetly down, 
Causing the lips of those that sleep 

Their happiness to own ; 
I'm my Beloved's — His desire 

Is towards me alone 1 " 

And then, continuing, She invites Him forth 

To hail the " Spring " in Vineyards of the North : — 

" Come forth to the fields, O Beloved, 

In the Villages let us stray ; 
Let us visit the Vineyards together 

At the break of early day — 
To see if the Vine-tree flourish, 

If the tender grape blooms fair, 
If the Pomegranate-buds are opening — 

My loves I will give thee there I 
The Mandrakes their fragrance yield ; 

And beside our gates I have stored, 
Both new and old, all fruits of the field, 

For Thee, my Bridegroom and Lord." 

At this the King embraced her, and reposed 

On flowery bank, while thus her Song She closed : — 






'* Oh ! that thou wert as my Brother, 
That sucked the breasts of my Mother,— 
Of the same dear Parents bom ; 
When I should find thee without, 
I'd kiss thee — free of all doubt, 

Or fear of the people's scorn ; 
I'd lead thee and bring thee home, 
To my Mother's — never to roam 

From her wise yet gentle thrall ; 
I'd cause thee to drink spiced wine, 
Or pomegranate juice of mine, 

And be thy Sister— thine All ! " 

S/u pauses, knows the King's serene desire— 
And whispers thus the Chorus to retire : — 

" His left hand is beneath my head, 
His right around my heart is laid; 
I charge you, Daughters of Salem fair- 
By your loves and your loyal vows beware, 
That ye stir not up nor awake, till He" please. 
My Love from his trance of pure Heart's-ease." 



Here ends the Fifth Part of the Song of Songs, 
Where "Home — sweet Home" the echo still pro- 
longs; 
The Bride and Bridegroom, glad to steal away, 
Refresh their Hearts with memories of that day — 
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Around which still their dearest fancies cling, 
When young Affection budded with the Spring. 
Oh ! in the hushed and holy Twilight hour, 
How often have I felt the soothing power 
Of thoughts which bore me, through each chequered 

year, 
Back to my Father's Family Altar dear — 
Where first the Tree of young Affection flung 
Its tendrils forth, and round Jehovah clung. 



PART VI. (Ch. viii— 5, 14.) 

Ha ! yonder tower the breezy Hills again. 
And swift our steps devour the narrowing Plain 
Old I-ebanon as of yore our eyes doth charm, 
With Vineyards nestling in his bosom warm ; — 
Snow on his brow and sunshine at his feet, 
While all the Seasons there at once compete. 

The Chorus, gazing down from Hill to Plain, 
Proclaim the Bride's approach in welcome-strain 

" Who is She that coraeth 

Up from the Wilderness — 
Leaning on her Beloved's arm, 

A Queen in loveliness ? " 



The King exclaims — beholding now the scene, 
Where first He met and wooed His happy Queen :— 

" Lo ! still the Tree doth flourish fair, 

With apple-blossoms white ; 
Where first I did with joy repair 

To call thee forth by night :— 
The very Tree that saw thy birth, 

And screened thy Mother's door — 
To me the sweetest spot on Earth, 

Our trys ting-place of yore ! " 
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The Bride, there clasped within His arms again, 
Thus claims Him all her own in lofty strain : — 

" As seal upon thine Heart me set — 

As seal upon thine arm ; 
For Love than Death is stronger yet — 

Yea, mightier is his charm ; 
And, cruel as devouring grave, 
Is sleepless jealousy, to blind or brave ! 

Its flames are flames of living fire, 

Out-breathing from the Lord ; 
Nor quenched by many waters — nor 
By drowning floods out-poured ; 
Though Man should offer all in turn 
For priceless Love, yet Love the bribe would spurn." 



The joy of Courtship cannot equal this 
Deep,. ever-deepening, holy Marriage-bliss; 
Where Hearts, the better known the dearer loved, 
Have every shade or doubt at last removed — 
Each knowing each as each itself doth know, 
Like streams once twain that now together flow. 
Oh ! sweet is young untried Affection pure, 
With pledge and kiss and promise to endure — 

« 

With deathless vow and passionate embrace 
And all the joys of Courtship on its face : — 

o 
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But sweeter, dearer, is the Love that glows 
Above the Couch where married Hearts repose ; 
That blooms through trial, and that bears on high 
Its finest fruits when tempests shake the sky; 
That finds some faults, where all perfection seemed, 
Yet holds its Darling not the less esteemed ; 
That feeds on Character, not passion's flame, 
And, though mere beauty dies, burns on the same — 
Yea, brighter burns 'mid Death's approaching gloom, 
And trims its lonely lamp beside the loved One's tomb ! 

Such is the Love, that God the Lord doth claim, 
From Souls that own supreme Affection's flame — 
A Love that can all terrors fierce defy, 
All trials meet, and gladly dare to die ! 

The Chorus, with the Brothers who did share 
The Bride's sweet youth and guard her beauty rare, 
Approach with glad obeisance on the scene 
And intercede before the King and Queen : — 

" A Sister, a little Sister have we, 
Whose Breasts are not fully blown, 

What shall we do for our Sister, when She 
Is spoken for nigh the Throne?" 

The King, in simple parable, makes clear 

How He will guide and guard their Sister dear : — 
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" If like a Wall she be, with strength revealed — 
We will a silver palace on her build ; 
If she be like a Door, and easy swayed — 
We will with cedar-boards her virtue shade." 



The Bride exclaims, at once His grace to raise 
And gently speak her Guardian Brothers' praise : — 

" I was a Wall, my Breasts like towers — 
Thanks to my Brothers' care ; 

Then found I favour in Thine eyes — 
My Lord, beyond compare I " 

The Chorus, with the Brothers, sing again — 
Taught by the Bride — this parabolic strain : — 

" King Solomon a Vineyard had, 

Beside Baal-Hamon fair ; 
To Keepers He the Vineyard let — 
To each a thousand vines were set 

For thousand silver pieces rare." 

The King, swift piercing through the thin disguise, 
Exclaims : " My Vineyard is before Mine eyes ! " 

The Bride, well knowing what these words do bear, 
Commends her Brothers to His Royal <jare : 
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" Thy Vineyard— I ! O Solomon, 

The thousand be to Thee ; 
But double bounty, grace, and cheer- 
Two hundred to the Brothers dear, 
Who trained and guarded me ! " 



The praises die — the intercessions cease — 

The Queen her honours can enjoy in peace, — 

Her Brothers and her little Sister share 

The Bridegroom's royal grace and tender care ; 

All claims of blood and love are satisfied 

And perfect sunshine crowns the Happy Bride ! 

Oh, if there be a joy to Christian known, 
As great as that which seals the Lord his own, 
It is to draw by gentle bands of grace 
His dear Ones to the same sweet Lord's embrace, 
And see the Family-circle shine complete, 
In Souls redeemed, around the Master's feet ! 
Nor ends such Charity Divine at home 
But glories through the utmost Earth to roam, 
Pleads for her little Gentile Sister mild, 
And for her Pagan Brothers of the Wild — 
Still owning that her bliss is incomplete 
Till all the World falls at her Saviour's feet. 



The King, glad-sauntering by her Mother's door, 
Reminds her of the Songs she sang of yore : — 



The Song of Songs. 2 1 3 



" O Thou, like bird within the garden-bower 

That singest soft and true, 
The Maidens hear thy voice of Seraph-power — 

Cause me to hear it too !" 



The Bride, attuned in heart and voice, doth sing, 
How all her Soul pants only for the King : — 

" Haste, O my Love, 
Like roe or young gazelle — 

Haste to the arms 
Of Her that loves thee well ! 

" Haste o'er the Hills, 

Where heavenly spice is blown, — 
Haste, O my Love, 

I weary here alone ! " 

Henceforth to feel each other near — to know 
Each other bless'd — is perfect bliss below ; 
While to be severed is the crowning ill 
To Hearts that long and pant for union still ; 
In hut or palace Love burns on the same, 
And for itself its own Belov'd must claim ! 

Haste, O Beloved, let the shadows flee 
Which hide the glory of Thy Face from me ; 
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Since Thou didst say — " Behold I quickly come," 
No faithful Heart that loves Thee dare be dumb, 
But night and day repeats with sigh and tear — 
" Come, even so ! come quickly ! Jesus dear ! " 



Here ends the Song — a type in every line 
At once of Human Love and Love Divine ; — 
Sweet Courtship, warm as youthful blood, yet pure ; 
And Marriage-love to death that shall endure : 
Most perfect emblem which on Earth is known 
Of Love that seeks and rests in God alone — 
The Marriage 'twixt the Saviour and the Soul, 
Which lasts while the Eternal Ages roll ! 



EL-RHOI. 



A MEMORIAL POEM. 



i 



INVOCATION. 

Come, plaintive Muse, Muse of the Cypress wreath — 

Come gently as a Maiden's silent tear — 
Come softly on the wing of night, and breathe 

The melting notes of woe into mine ear / 
Come, plaintive Muse, Muse of the Cypress wreath, 

And let thy tears upon my harp-strings flow ; 
Inspire my pious strain, that I may breathe 

The solemn majesty of sacred woe ! 
O plaintive Muse, come heave a plaintive sigh — 
The Good, the Noble, and the God-like die!* 



* The Poem "El-rhoi" [to be pronounced,— El-r6-e= God my 
Shepherd] celebrates the memory of one of the first Heroes of my 
Youth, — Prof. Wm. Symington, D.D., Glasgow. The occasion is 
also seized to commemorate Albert the Wise and Good [v. stanza 
lxiv. etc.], whose death occurred almost at the same time. 
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A MEMORIAL POEM. 



i. 

It was a night of stillness and of stars, 

Of meditative calm and deep repose ; 
The gates celestial ope'd their massive bars, 

And haughtily Night's sapphire Queen arose :- 
Her blazing throne was built of diadems, 

And hung with canopies of silver shine ; 
Her path was strewed with pulverised gems, 

Of burning dazzle and of beam divine — 
And there she rolled, in glory and in pride, 
The young-eyed King of Day's immortal Bride ! 



ii. 

Upon my couch I lay — gazing intent, 
Through the grey lustre of a moonlit pane, 

Into the dread sublime of Firmament, 
Vaulting above me like a spangled main : — 



Each sparkling star sped o'er the blue Serene, 
For ever dancing on through deathless years, 

My Soul on rapid wing surveyed the scene, 
And wheeled harmonious with the hymning sph« 

Mum skies cerulean and from harps of gold 

Round God's eternal Throne the anthem rolled. 



Far, far away through empyrean vales, 

My ravished Spirit soared on Fancy's wings, 
Where holy dew the famished Heart regales, 

And every breath of air sweet music brings :— 
Then was I drunk with this divine repast — 

Intoxicate with Nature's amorous kiss, 
Till charmed Sleep her spells around me cast, 

And closed my eyes, all-saturate with bliss ; 
My slumber was inwove with hurried dreams 
Of starry Worlds and their swift-darting beams. 



My Sold went forth — a royal Traveller 
Amid the beauties of sublunar Earth ; 

My Soul went forth — a joyous Reveller 

Amid the sun-worlds of her primal birth : — 

1 saw the Dome where Nature's King reposed, 
The gorgeous Temple of the Universe ; 
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I saw the Drama of the World unclosed, 

The mighty surge of Triumph and Reverse ; 
Behold one thrilling scene of glorious strife — 
The grand finale of El-rhoi's life ! 



v. 

The Vision bursts upon my Soul — Behold, 

The Genius of our Covenants appears ; 
Her wings of white their ample width unfold, 

And shake their oary plumes like sounding spears 
An undulating radiance streams around, 

And marks her glowing pathway through the air, 
Like stately bark that swims the depths profound 

And cuts with burnished prow a furrow there — 
The troubled waters, heaving far aback, 
Upchurn the foamy surf along her track ! 

VI. 

Thy Guardian Spirits, glorious Albion, 
Of yon bright Western Star are occupants ; 

Among them sits, high on a silver throne, 
The Genius of our Solemn Covenant : — * 

'Tis She that comes on pinion swift as light, 
Haste in her motion — anguish in her eye ; 



The National Covenant — and the Solemn League and Covenant. 
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Tis She that rides the stellar arch of Night, 

And rivals Phoebe in her lustrous dye ; 
Stooping, she swims adown her airy way, 
Like swooping Eagle pouncing on his prey. 

VII. 

Zeal for our Covenants inspires the Maid, 

And arms with rapid force her eager wing ; 
Grief for El-rhoi' doth her Soul pervade, 

And to her fervid eye the tear-drops bring : — 
El-rhoi, Pastor of the Mighty, lies 

On bed of sickness prostrate, wrung with pain ; 
She, dreading evil presage, Earthward hies 

Down from her starry Palace-dome amain — 
Concerned for him, who nobly dared to own 
The Prince Messiah's Covenant and Crown ! 

VIII. 

Celestial Spirits own a secret chord, 

That beats harmonious with the human Heart ; 
Our happiness doth joy to them afford, 

And of our woe they bear the heavier part : — 
When Virtue takes the batde-field alone, 

Angelic Hosts rise to behold the strife ; 
When Piety girds dying armour on, 

All Heaven with the wondrous tale is rife — 
For through Creation's nerve an essence stirs 
That links the Atom to the Universe 1 
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IX. 

El-rhoi, Pastor of the Mighty, lay 

Thy hoary head with high composure down ; 
Nor faint to see the Furies' ghast array, 

Nor shrink beneath pale Death's appalling frown :- 
For holy Angels ministering await 

Around the deathbed of the Heirs of light, 
Empowered to balance the decrees of Fate, 

And guide the Soul in her triumphal flight, 
Aloft — afar — beyond the reach of woe, 
Victorious over death and every foe ! 

x. 

Already — Oh how swift are Spirit's wings ! 

The Genius of our Covenant is nigh ; 
Her majesty proclaims her born of Kings ; 

Her godlike beauty dazzles mortal eye. — 
Thou, Spirit of all Spirits — Font supreme, 

Whence emanate immortal Essences — 
Uplift my Spirit to this lofty theme — 

Communion with ethereal Presences, 
That I may dare with earthly tongue to sing 
Of things pertaining to the Heavenly King ! 



XI. 

Lo, there the Genius with her wings outspread 
Shows glorious in self-radiated light, 
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Like yonder star that shakes its fiery head 
And burns refulgent through the blackest night! 

Whene'er she deigns to visit Man's abode — 
His heart to succour or his soul refresh, 

In Human Shape she hides the flaming God 
And veils her flashing beams in form of flesh ; 

A blooming Maid she seems — yet streaks divine 

Of Godhead through the mask indignant shine. 



XII. 

" I come, El-rhoi, as of yore I came f 

The Maiden cried — Night hushed her winds to 
hear; 
The Voice had human tone yet not the same, 

A most unearthly sweetness filled the ear :— 
" I come, El-rhoi, as of yore I came ; 

Arise, behold thy Patron-Genius nigh ! w 
The dying Hero heard, and like a flame 

His rising Spirit rushed into his Eye, 
For in that perfect triumph of the Mind, 
Pain lost its sting — its terrors Death resigned ! 



XIII. 

" Hail, Maiden of the Banner, Goddess-born, 
Com'st Thou to dignify El-rhoi's death ? — 

As Thou didst come to greet Life's early morn 
And fill my vacant Being with thy breath ; 
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Nay, rather, as Thou cam'st to consecrate 
My Soul to Jesus in its summer-pride, 

So now to rule the closing scene of Fate 
And pilot me through Jordan's stormy tide ; 

Then, Maiden, to deliver up thy Ward 

Into the hands of some Angelic Guard P 



XIV. 

The Genius smiled with sweet approving face, 

Unlocked her orient lips and thus replied : — 
" I came — Spring dawned with every charming grace, 

By sunshine was thy Childhood beautified ; 
I came — bright Summer clad with flowers the plain, 

Thy Youth its hopeful blossoms did unfold ; 
I came — rich Autumn waved its yellow grain, 

Thy Manhood spread its stores of precious gold ; 
I come — dark Winter shall forget to frown, 
And sun-like thine old Age in glory shall go down" 



xv. 

Here ceased the Genius, but the inner Soul 
Of Song to rapture by her Voice was stirred ; 

And Echo caught the strain and made it roll 
Till distant Spheres the din of music heard ; 

Diviner light flashed from El-rhoi's eye, 
With fervid bliss his every feature beamed, 
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As Sphere to distant Sphere made deep reply. 
And Ether vast with vocal whispers teemed ; 
Thus, when the Sons of God shall pause in song, 
Will old Eternity the strain prolong 1 



XVL 

The dying Hero on his Couch uprose, 

Nor pain nor sickness could his Soul confine ; 
His aged face with fiery rapture glows, 

And every word he utters sounds divine : — 
" Maid of the Banner, Goddess-born, behold 

The Flag you gave me stamped with old renown, 
Bearing our battle-cry in lettered gold — 

The Prince Messiah's Covenant and Crown — 
Words that have stirred the Martyr's deepest blood, 
And nerved his Spirit with the might of God ! 



XVII. 

" This Banner I have borne against the breeze 

Straining the feeble prowess of mine arm, 
And having lived through rough and gurly seas 

It flutters yet and streams against the storm ; 
Since first I grasped the Standard of our line, 

And reared it towering in the van of Truth, 
By foe untarnished still its colours shine 

In all the glories of primeval Youth ; 
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Thy Spirit lived in mine, strong to impart 
Skill to my hand and courage to my Heart. 



XVIII. 

" But now, alas, my hand forgets its skill- 
Its courage gone, my Heart within me dies ; 

Old glorious Banner — with submissive will 
I yield thee up to hands more bold and wise ; 

Old glorious Banner — may thy future Lord 
Be girt with power to bear thee wide and far, 

Till Prince Messiah's honours be restored 
And Earth, redeemed, adores Jehudah's Star ! 

Take, take the Banner from me, Maid divine, 

Mine arms are weak — my Soul deserts its shrine." 



XIX. 

He said : — Her wings the Patron-Genius drooped, 

And, standing close beside El-rhoi's bed, 
Received the Banner from his hand, and stooped 

To shed vivific odours on his head : — 
Exhausted by the effort he had made, 

Back on his couch the dying Hero sank ; 
So sinks the swimmer, when, its current stayed, 

He wins the rapid river's further bank — 
In lith and limb, in thew and sinew spent, 
So done that very Death might be content. 

p 
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XX. 

Soft-brushing back his venerable locks, 

I saw the Genius o'er El-rhoi bow, 
While full before her lay like snow-fleeced flocks 

The big broad girth of his unclouded brow :— - 
O ! the sublime expression of that Face ; 

The lofty pile of Intellect — relieved 
By features breathing manliness and grace 

And charity benign that all believed ; 
Eyes — whose dark lustre uttered strength and love, 
Wherein for empire lamb and lion strove. 

XXI. 

A Countenance more noble never veiled 

The effulgent Virtue of a godlike mind ; 
An Aspect higher-thoughted never scaled 

Truth's sapphire peaks the eternal Good to find : 
Rapt by that Face, awhile the Maiden stood 

And gazed upon it with unmixed delight, — 
As I have done, and felt my Soul subdued 

By the far shining of its inner light, 
Through the thin vestment of its fleshly shroud 
Bursting like moon-light from a summer cloud. 

XXII. 

As the young Mother eyes her new-born Child 
With intense hunger of Affection strong, 
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And on its beauties fresh and undefiled 

Feeds her deep Passion, gazing oft and long ; 

So gazed the Maiden, whilst El-rhoi lay, 
Tranced in a swoon of Sleep that rivalled Death, 

And marvelled why such perfect mould of clay 
Should be deserted by the immortal breath : — 

O glorious Fabric ! can it be thy doom, 

To fatten worms and perish in the tomb? 



XXIII. 

No ! no, by God ! back ye ignoble thoughts ! 

The Temple of the Soul shall rise again, 
By might of Him who rears the stalk of oats 

In strength and beauty from the buried grain ! 
Yet, must the Soul awhile desert her shrine — 

Death and the Grave demand the funeral due ; 
El-rhoi, pay it down, nor once repine — 

For countless is the gain that shall accrue : — 
Sleep, Body, sleep J wake, deathless Soul, awake ! 
Ascend this fiery Car and earthly things forsake ! 

" Spirit, formed for brighter Worlds 

That roll afar, 
Where all things good and beautiful 

And blessed are : — 
Spirit, destined to outlast 

Sun, moon, and star — 
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High Tenant of Eternity, 
Ascend this Car 1 
Wake, deathless Soul, awake- 
Rise, deathless Soul, arise ! 



Spirit, Earth and Time for thee 

Too narrow were ; 
Now God and Immortality 

Shall be thy share : — 
Spirit, thou hast languished sore 

In nether air ; 
Transplant thee to thy native soil, 

And flourish there. 



Spirit, Eden's golden Gate 

Unfolds for thee ; 
And the young Cherubim await 

Thy company : — 
Spirit, lo, Death's angel comes 

To set thee free ; 
Welcome the summons — and ascend 

This Car with me ! 



Spirit, Love eternal hymns 

Thy welcome Home ; 
Home to the many Mansions, whence 

Thou ne'er shalt roam : — 



A Memorial Poem, 229 



Spirit, silent hangs a Harp 

In yonder Dome — 
A Palm unwaved-^-a Crown unworn- 
Till Thou shalt come. 
Wake, deathless Soul awake — 
Rise, deathless Soul, arise !" 



XXIV. 

" I come — I come ! but, O fair Child of Day, 

One little while delay our high career ; 
I fain would kiss my sweet ones — fain would say 

1 Farewell ' to all that's holy, human, dear ! — 
Spectre, avaunt ! back, for a moment's space — 

Not yet — no ! Death, I will not yield to thee, 
Till I have looked once more on the sweet face 

Of Her whose living Heart shall die with me ; 
Nor can I sink below, nor soar above, 
Till I have blessed them with my dying love. 



xxv. 



" Art there, my Wife ? Ho, my beloved Wife ! " 
" Here, my El-rhoi, I did think you slept, 

And that the sleep would renovate your life, 
While in the adjoining Chamber watch I kept — 

Have you not slept ? " " Yes, I have slept, my Love, 
And long to tell thee what I've heard and seen ; 
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But go, and call my Children ! let me prove 
My love upon them ere this closing scene 
Be closed for ever — Haste, then, that they may 
See the old Man, their Father, pass away ! " 



XXVI. 

Sad grew that Lady's venerable brow, 

And the big tears slow settled in her eye ; 
For something in El-rhoFs face said — Now, 

All hope hath perished, Death is very nigh ! 
With sorrow she fulfilled his fond behest ; 

And when El-rhoi heard his Children come, 
He gathered up his scattered strength, suppressed 

His rising anguish, strove his pains to numb, 
And sat up on his bed, with calm sweet face 
In whose expression anguish left no trace. 



XXVII. 

" Lo ! here the Mother comes, and with her all 

That renders Death so bitter — Life so dear; 
Oh, but for you the Grave could ne'er appall — 

Oh, but for you I'd die without a tear ! 
Mine own — my best beloved — I had thought 

To part from you with calmness, not with grief; 
But no, it will not do ! My Heart is fraught 

With bitterness, and though my time be brief, 
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Yet I must weep a Father's tears, and steep 
My parting blessing in my anguish deep." 



XXVIII. 

A veil — O plaintive Muse ! give me a veil 

To hide from vulgar gaze that bitter scene ; 
Oh, let me never hear the fearful wail 

Of rending Hearts unutterably keen I 
There is a sorrow words can only mock — 

An agony no colours can display ; 
When the Heart bursts with a terrific shock, 

And the high Soul reels in a wild deray : — 
A veil — a veil ! — no sacrilegious eye 
May view this human, hallowed agony ! 



XXIX. 

What boots it, should I paint the anguished scene, 

Or strive with laboured words their grief to tell ? 
Art thou a Man — a Father? Has it been 

Thy lot to say — For ever fare-thee-well, 
To some beloved Face that shall be seen — 

Oh never more ! Oh never, never more ! 
But o'er whose Grave thy love will flourish green, 

Fresh and immortal — ever — ever more ? 
Then, wouldst thou know their desolate despair? 
Thy heart uncover — lo, 't is written there ! 
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XXX. 

The Patron-Genius, from her fiery Car, 

Beheld their misery — heaved a mournful sigh 
Of sympathy divine — and turned afar 

Her tender face, to weep her sorrows dry : — 
The arms would not let go their fond embrace, 

The lips were swift to meet and slow to part ; 
Oh, the untold emotions that did chase 

Each other through and through the riven Heart ! 
All, all their anguish, terrible and true, 
Breathes in one bitter little word — Adieu ! 

XXXI, 

El-rhoi wept — but that was not his mood ; 

His was the mighty Soul that could command 
His Passions, and control their rising flood 

As God rolls back the Ocean from the strand : — 
And yet he weeps ! and more a Hero seems 

In these strange tears than in that strong reserve; 
Diviner far that human weakness seems, 

Than the firm brow and the unflinching nerve ; 
El-rhoi, weep ! the purer for these tears, 
Thy chastened Soul will rise to other spheres. 

XXXII. 

Hast thou e'er seen a strong man in his tears ? 
Appalling is the storm — the hurricane 



A Memorial Poem. 233 



Of agony — the tempest that careers 
The bosom through, until it bursts with pain ; 

And then the lull — the hush — the unnatural calm — 
As when a thunder peal or earthquake crash 

Hath passed, — and seems the echo of a psalm, 
The murmur of a distant water splash ; 

So still — the ear, as from a sudden blow, 

Aches, and the startled Heart beats soft and low. 



XXXIII. 

El-rhol wept his fill : — then came the hush 

Of infinite rest — the lofty quietude 
Of God's own Heart, where Passion's headlong rush 

Is never heard, for all is calm and good 1 
And calm those Mourners grew, of woe bereft 

By the high magic of his look alone ; 
His was a royal Soul that, sunlike, left 

Its stamp and superscription where it shone ; 
His eyes were loopholes, letting starlight through, 
Which, streamed on others, gave to them its hue. 



xxxiv. 



" Praise be to Jesus, the great Friend of Man I 
He gives me peace, He stills my passioned breast ; 

He tells me that this brief, dark-chequered span, 
From birth to death, is not our last or best : — 






Back rolli the Curtain of Eternity 

At His cam maud — with rapture I behold 
All who me love, all who are loved by me. 

In the far Land of Sunshine and of Gold ; 
When lliia 1 realize, in vision clear, 
Death cannot make me shed another tear ! 



" How oft, mine own Beloved, in the Past 

Have wc embraced with joy — then gone to sleep j 
Vet Sleep is but the shadow of this last 

And utter Rest, long and intensely deep ; 
Long— not Eternal! For the Dead shall wake 

And burst ihc rotting cerements of the tomb; 
Each separate Sleeper from his limbs will shake 

Sepulchral dust, and Angel's form assume ; 
So leaps the lark from her low turf-built nest, 
To bathe i' the purple beam her speckled breast. 



" Praise be to Him, who, all and ever wise, 
Brought Life and Immortality to light, — 

Decked the dark Vale with stars, whose golden eyes 
Burn through the gloom and scatter ancient Night : 

Death still is death, an evil and a curse — 
The Grave is still the dreary realm of worms ; 
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Christ came not to destroy — He good from worse 

Developes, and the wholly bad transforms ; 
Death still exists, reft of his poisoned sting, — 
The Grave still is — but is no longer King ! 

XXXVII. 

" Rise, Soul of Faith, triumphant o'er the World — 

Brush back the dusty films that veil thine eye ; 
Earth, vanish I let the Infinite be unfurled — 

The Empire of the Mind — Eternity. 
Almighty Thought, burst from thy narrow sheath 

And star-like flame around the Universe, 
For it is Thine and God's — Immortal Breath, 

First-born of Nature, Heir of all that's hers, 
Soul, Symbol of Perfection, Beam of God, — 
Henceforth the Eternal is thy grand Abode ! 

XXXVIII. 

My own, my Best-beloved, Fare-ye-well ! 

Sole Darling of my bosom, weep not thou, 
For long ere Autumn leaves bestrew the dell ' 

Thy Lord will twine the amaranth round thy brow : 
Adieu, my Children ! hear my dying breath ; 

Live nobly, and attain the high Abode, 
Where in heroic triumph over Death 

' A rest remaineth for the Sons of God ; ' 
The Angel beckons, I must haste away — 
Thick fall the Shades, Night ushers in the Day." 
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XXXIX. 

He said and died : . . . 



Behold the immortal Soul 

Ascend the Car of fire ! Behold the Maid 
Uplift the fallen Banner, and unroll 

Its silken folds, while she sublimely said : — 
" Soul of El-rhol, hail ! Death is behind— 

Before thee Life — begin thy high Career ; 
Above thee floats the Banner, thou shalt find 

Warm greeting for its sake in yonder Sphere ; 
From Heaven will be echoed Earthwards down, 
* Praise to Messiah's Covenant and Crown/ " 

XL. 

The Spirit's eye with instant ardour flashed, 

That such renown to Jesus should be brought ; 
The Maiden grasped the reins, her Coursers dashed 

Impetuous, upward, to the Land of Thought : — 
The left was ruddy Hope, radiant, serene — 

Of generous air — mad-mild prophetic glance; 
Imperial Faith the right — pride in his mien, 

Neck lofty-arched, and death-defiant prance ; 
" Forward, ye brave, cross but the bourne above* 
Then yield the race to sole triumphant Love V 

XLL 

Flame upwards, rapid Car ! Fire-steeds, advance ! 
And through this star-cold night your glories flash ; 
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Old Ether's depths, y-steeped in placid trance, 
Behold your winged ardours God-ward dash : — 

The realm of Stars — the glowing Eyes of God — 
The blossomed galaxies where Angels walk — 

The fields where Meditation hath abode, 
And plucks ripe Apples from Truth's golden stalk — 

Far-eyed eternal Thought, here dwellest Thou, — 

Star-chaplets girt round thine immortal brow ! 

XLII. 

The Ethereal Empire, where all Royal Souls 
Assume the princedom which by rights is theirs, — 

Unknown, perchance, to Fame's Earth-blazoned scrolls, 
But here each god-like brow its garland wears : 

Son of Man, heir of essential Mind — 
Divinest Thing in Air or Earth or Hell — 

1 do beseech thee, burst the chains which bind 
Thy Spirit to an Earth-walled Citadel ; 

The Universe — Time, Space, Eternity, 
Form a Dominion fit alone for thee ! 



XLIII. 

Soul, thou wert chartered Free ! The God, whose 
breath 

Gave thee existence, shaped thee not a slave ; 
Nay, but enthroned thee Victor over Death — 

The sole-created Thing that hath no Grave : 
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And darest thou sell thy rights ? Can heaps of gold, 
Or gluts of lust and fame, can these atone 

For holy Freedom, bartered, basely sold ? 
My curse on him who drags thee from thy throne, 

Enslaving, brute-like, thy prerogatives 

To base delights for which he basely lives ! 



XLIV. 

But my El-rhoi, of diviner make, 

Did battle 'gainst the sensual tyrannies, — 
Each victim-vice bound to a funeral stake, 

And torch -in-hand performed its obsequies ; 
And this is his reward — to soar amid 

The mountain-summits of the Land of Thought, 
To perch on Mind's eternal Pyramid, 

And view the azure fields where Sages fought 
Their bloodless battles for a blissful Crown, 
Uprearing Truth and tearing Falsehood down. 






Flame onward, rapid Car ! thy glowing wheels 
Whirl through the Star-fields splendent from afar ; 

From star to star the Ocean-Ether reels, 
As reels the sea round Neptune's dolphin-car. 

Lo, how the Banner of the Covenants 
Unrolls upon the breeze, and far behind 
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Floats like a second Moon ! Oh, Fancy pants 

To follow my El-rho'i, but the Mind, 
By light bedazzled, dizzied by the height, 
Reins in with desperate grasp the steeds of Night ! 



XLVI. 

Lo, where the Banner floats ! Mount, rapid Steeds, 

Rush swifter up the star-lit Hills of God ; 
Faith, Hope, with winged feet consume the meads, 

Where Souls Elysian have their sweet Abode : — 
On, swiftly on ! Lo, how each fiery hoof 

Strikes splinter-stars from every azure stone ; 
And all their pathway up the vaulted roof 

Shines like a newly-paved galactic zone, 
Where million suns their mingling splendours melt 
And span the star-worlds with a silver belt. 



XLVII. 

Eternal God, how fair thy Universe 

Unfolds itself to our anointed eyes, 
When with the Pilgrim-planets we converse 

And learn with Sister-stars to sympathize 1 
Beautiful Stars, what are ye ? Is there not 

A feel of being in your orbs of fire ? 
Are quick affections not in you begot, 

By our- and your self-same Creating Sire? 
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Star, rollest thou a mere dead-luminous clod. 
Or stirs in thee the living Soul of God ? 



XLVIIL 

Beautiful Stars, mere Matter falleth dead 

Upon the Heart nor wakes impassioned sense ; 
But not so ye — within my Heart are bred 

Wild-thrilling fancies, longings mad-intense ; 
Ye are my Sisters, shining, golden-haired, 

Divinely — ravishingly sweet are ye ; 
Let me embrace your beauties unimpared 

And deign to share the love that dwells in me ; 
My shining Sisters, with the glorious eyes — 
Your sweet Communion is my Paradise ! 



XLIX. 

Earth, where art thou ? Dim, infinitely small, 

A flint-spark flickering through Night's sable shroud; 
Thy feeble light-rays sickly rise and fall, 

Now seen, now smothered by some paltry cloud ; 
Infinite Nothing ! less than Nothing deemed 

Amid the million brighter Worlds of space ; 
Perish, and not a star that round thee beamed 

Will miss thy twinkle in the Heaven's face ; 
Hail, Mother-Earth, divinely-fitting Den 
For grandly-meagre — mighty-little Men ! 
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Tis vanished now ! gone to the utter Dark ! 

And with it less and greater Stars have gone ; 
Sun buried after Sun, while not a spark 

Of light surviving tells where once they shone : 
So swift beyond them rushed our winged Car, 

So far behind us seemed the Worlds to fade ; 
Ere Earth's Aurora oped her chamber bar 

And sent her Bridegroom-Sun to chase Night-Shade, 
El-rhoi and her Patron-Genius rode 
The Plains before the Paradise of God. 



LI. 

Fields of transcendent beauty, that surround 

God's Inner House — the Eden of His love — 
Ye look so fair, methinks no sweeter ground 

Can bless our vision in the World above : 
O Rivers musical ! O Groves of song, 

Fresh-bursting from your many-throated Choirs ! 
Bowers of eternal bloom, whose leaves prolong 

The echoed echo from angelic lyres — 
Oh, if this be not Heaven, ye are so fair, 
We'll wander here— and dream that we are there ! 



LII. 

These are the Plains where Saints and Angels play, 
And share the high delights which Spirits know, 

Q 
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Outside the golden Gates that lead the way 

Up to the Star-throne spanned with glorious bow ; 

Within the Cherub-guarded, sacred Wall, 

Seven times a day they strike their harps of gold, 

Seven times a day before the Throne they fall 
Low on the sapphire floor with love untold, 

And cast their starred Crowns in worship down 

Before His feet who wears the Trinal Crown ; 



LIII. 

But oft, between the Intervals of praise, 

In joyous Bands they pass beyond the Gate, 
And chant their lighter, not less holy, Lays 

Of love, and sing the blisses of their state ; 
Some will you see here sport in cheerful game, 

There meditative Souls apart retire ; 
Whate'er on Earth was innocent of blame, 

Each reproduceth to his heart's desire ; 
And high delights which Earth could never know 
In brighter Bowers than ever bloomed below. 



LIV. 



The God who formed, and filled the Soul of man, 
With breath of His own Nostrils, joys to see 

Our higher and our humbler Instincts plan 
A harmony in which they all agree ! 
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The Son of Man Himself will deign to share 
The varied blisses of the perfect Man, 

And see in one and all — divinely fair — 
The ripe results of His round-finished Plan ; 

Man is most human — God is most divine — 

When God and Man in harmony combine. 

LV. 

El-rhoi's Genius gazed with charmed eyes 

On rolling River and rich flowered Vale, 
Then thus outvented her glad heart's surprise : — 

" See how my Steeds snuff in the scented gale ! 
Oh, shake your saucy manes, my royal Steeds, — 

Ye breathe rose-odours from old Paradise ; 
Tramp lightly on the ever-blossomed Meads, 

And from your measured steps let Music rise ; 
Lo, how they walk ! as if the Soul of God 
Inspired their motions — nearing His Abode. 



LVI. 

" Some festive Day is this in Paradise, 
Else had we not thus far ungreeted come ; 

Rejoicing Groups, with young cherubic eyes, 
Had crowded round to hail El-rho'i home ; 

Ha, know you him ?".... 

But, while the Maiden spoke, 
El-rho'i bounded freely from the Car, 



LVII. 

" O Andrew ! O my Brother : 

Upon each other's neck, an 
Heart melting into Heart with 

And sweeping through the g 
I'm lasting slow from long am 

They gaze into each other's 
With rapture glad recalling, tra 

The perfect Brother-soul of i 
With rapid instinct, Eye from s 
Drinks in the Thoughts of an I 



11 Andrew 1 O my Brother ! " 

This is he 

Whose name like an undying 

On Cartha's banks ; around wh( 
Of holy Kama a deathless gar 

Old Apostolic Love, in him supi 
Inspired his preaching, shone 
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Not less his private law than pulpit theme, — 
With deeds of love his every day was rife ; 
Embalmed with incense of redeemed Souls, 
His name through Earth and Heaven immortal rolls ! 



LIX. 

Oh, never — never be the name forgot 

Of him who leads one single Soul to God ! 
His grave may be some lone frequentless spot, 

But Angels know the consecrated sod. 
I'd rather go to God with one sweet Soul — 

A brother or a sister saved by me, 
Than wear the Crowns of Earth from pole to pole, 

Or flash my Sword o'er subject land and sea : — 
Who conquers Worlds may rival Caesar, I 
By winning Souls would rank with Christ on high. 



LX. 

El-rhoi and his Brother, linked in love, 

And rapt in holy converse, moved along ; 
Hosannahs thrilled the vocal air above, 

And grove and fountain echoed full of Song : — 
One fondly asked of the Beloved on Earth, 

And one as fondly of the Loved in Heaven ; 
And now with tears, and now with holy mirth, 

Received the tidings — till the bonds, once riven 
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By Death asunder, were restored again, 

And each whole life seemed one unbroken strain. 



LXI. 



For, Oh ! the Hearts of our Beloved Dead 

Yearn tenderly for those who toil behind ; 
Nor is their Life so severed from the thread 

Of life on Earth — its fibre so refined — 
But that they grieve when Human Hearts are sad, 

Consoling us with sympathies unseen ; 
And they rejoice when Human Hearts are glad, 

Soft-flooding through the Soul with light serene, 
Which cometh not from Earth, or Sea, or Sky, 
But from some dear departed heavenly Eye ! 



LXII. 

Eternal Life is but the Life of Time 

Projected into Worlds beyond the tomb — 
Exalted, purified, and made sublime — 

The fruit of what began on Earth to bloom : 
There Martha still in blessed service waits, 

And Mary kneels in thought at Jesu's feet ; 
There Peter fires at treachery he hates, 

And John draws near the Master's bosom sweet ; 
There Paul, with eagle eye and heart aflame, 
Storms all the Worlds in praise of Jesu's name* 
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LXIII. 

All mutual service, that on Earth was dear 

And pure and innocent, continues there ; 
Great-Heart rejoicing other Hearts to cheer, 

And Genius all its treasures still to share ! 
All Evil from the Universe doth cease, 

Good everywhere is throned and glorified ; 
But for aught else the Worlds roll on in peace, 

And Man is human still though sanctified ; 
God, by destroying Sin with all its birth, 
Createth the New Heavens and the New Earth. 



LXIV. 

El-rhoi' paused in wondering ravishment : — 

From far ahead, where shone God's Citadel, 
Acclaims of praise the thrilling Ether rent 

And Echo round their path in music fell ; 
To his inquiring gaze the Brother said : — 

" While you yourself through Death's dark valley 
passed, 
Perchance you heard not that our Prince was dead, — 

Albert the Wise and Good — whose Name shall last 
Among the noblest Earth hath ever known, 
Uncrowned but worthy of the highest Throne ! 
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LXV. 

" I saw him stand in youth beside the Queen — 

One crowned, both royal in each other's love ; 
I saw him, with brave heart and brow serene, 

Bear loads which but Imperial Souls could move ; 
I saw him, when the storms of trial broke, 

Move calmly on with Duty for his goal ; " 
I saw him, under Death's untimely stroke, 

In patience great — sublime in self-control ; 
And now Britannia learns her loss to feel, 
When Nations at his tomb in reverence kneel ! 

LXVI. 

" Tis he, whose advent stirs the depths of Heaven — 

Round whose triumphal path these songs ascend ; 
Hark, how the Choral burst of praise is given, 

Where he towards the Eternal Throne doth bend : — 
* Well done and welcome, greatly loved and tried, 

Whose Soul nor honours nor temptations shook ; 
By Duty done — by Trial sanctified — 

Thy Name adorns the Lamb's immortal Book ; 
Rise, lay thine Earthly Cross in glory down, 
And take from Jesu's hand the unfading Crown P 

LXVII. 

•' Hark yet again !" Each Brother gazed entranced ; 
Wide burst the Gates of Paradise abroad, 
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And Angels forth on Steeds ethereal pranced, 

Sent to escort El-rhoi home to God ; 
And with them came the Spirits of the Just, 

But chiefly Scotland's noble Martyr-host, 
Whose deeds heroic have endeared their dust 

And of whose names in Earth and Heaven we boast ; 
Cameron the bold — Renwick of gentle fame — 
To greet a Brother of the Covenant came ! 

LXVIII. 

At sight of whom the Maiden Genius flashed — 

Signalled El-rhoi' to ascend the Car — 
Waved high the Banner, and with ardour dashed 

To meet the Escort gleaming from afar ; 
Her Form majestic and imperial glowed — 

The Hosts fell into rank on either side, 
And struck their Harps to song and choral ode 

Till echo from the depths of Heaven replied : — 
" Rejoice ! by grace of God the Crown is won ; 
Thrice welcome, Soldier of the Cross, well done !" 

LXIX. 

They near the Gate of Eden's Citadel, 
Where Cherubim and Seraphim attend ; 

There Faith and Hope, by some almighty spell 
Transfigured, into Love supreme ascend ; 

And Love seraphic — sole-triumphant Love — 
So fills, inspires, exalts El-rhoi's Soul, 



. 






He needs no* Sm*J nor Car— but like a Dove 

Sows on to reach his Spirit's final goal, 
Nor foW» his wing until he sinks to rest 
For cwt on the Eternal's holy Breast I 



While thus by Lore transfigured— glorified,— 

Ki-rhci through the Heavenly Portals soared. 
The Maiden, with the Banner waving wide, 

A patting blessing on her Hero poured :— 
" Ascend to Him, whose Covenant and Crown 

To thee were dear, while still on Earth alive; 
I keep the Banner, bright with old renown, 

Until the Day, long prayed for, shall arrive, 
When Covenant-lands shall claim this Ensign true, 
And Britain all her Oaths to God renew .' " 



Within the Gate, in myriad Ranks arrayed, 

Angel and Cherub, Saint and Seraph blazed; 
Bui all the glory which their Hosts displayed 

Was pale to that on which El-rhoi gazed : — 
For now his eye beheld a glorious Form, 

From far within the central sphere of Light, — 
Where never comes the dark, nor broods the storm, — 

Rise from His Throne, girt round with Rainbow 
bright, 
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And come, like Sunrise, on the Heavenly road 
To bear El-rho'i to the arms of God ! 



LXXII. 

Tis He, 'tis He ! — the Lamb that once was slain, 

Whose Seat is midst of the Eternal Throne, 
Who beareth still sweet traces of the pain — 

Marks of the death — that made the World His own; 
I know Him by the Human Form Divine — 

Godlike yet gentle, ravishing the eye, — 
Wherein Eternity and Time combine 

All glory, beauty, and perfection high ; 
Immanuel — through the Universe abroad 
Adored as God in Man and Man in God ! 



LXXIII. 

Chiefest among ten thousand — Lord of All — 

The altogether Lovely — Bridegroom fair ! 
I saw the Spirit of El-rhoi fall 

As dead before Thy feet in worship there ; 
I saw the Hand of Love, out-stretched in might, 

To touch and raise, to glorify and cheer ; — 
But Vision died amid the blinding light, 

Though Sound still filled my rapt and listening ear, 
In words so grand and sweet they could but seem 
The wonder and the glory of a Dream : — 




"Thou *>| rf ., ,. , 
uiaie — 

1 ^ for thee 



Tty Urdu here, 

<-ome — 
He tails for ,„„ - 
'■lone, mmd theega'u,,,, 

Thy Kingdom see 1 

"Thou Blessed ofmj-Fa.h., 
Rise— 

I ovn [„<,„ uine . 
GI »nesa,o„„d thee gather 
Rise— 
CJod's Life is thine'" 



THE PRINCESS ALICE 

(December, 1878.) 



I saw a soft-haired sunny Child in Britain's Palace fair, 
O'er whom a Royal Mother smiled and stroked her 

silken hair ; 
"This One," quoth Albert Good and Wise, as she 

clambered on his knee, 
"This merry Girl's the flower and prize of all our 

Family-tree." 



I saw a Maiden in her prime amongst our Highland 

Hills, 
She clomb M'Dhui's crest sublime and leapt the 

Mountain rills ; 
The flush of Health illumed her face, the light of Love 

her eye— 
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Balmoral shone with double grace when Alice fair was 

nigh ! 
The Royal Stuart Tartan hung around her like a charm — 
No wonder brave Prince Louis clung so closely to her 

arm. 
'Twas Love that drew the Happy Pair with sweet 

affection's power, 
And Britain gave to Hesse's heir good Albert's pet and 

flower. 



I saw a happy Royal Bride, on eve of Marriage day, 
Lay all her gems and robes aside and kneel where 

Albert lay ; 
She wrestled with the dread disease — she soothed his 

fevered head — 
The Mother Queen upon her knees she calmed and 

comforted — 
And then she " Rock of Ages " sang, it was his last 

request, 
And quelled her Heart with many a pang to sing his 

Soul to rest ! 
O God, from all thy Paradise no Angel more could do 
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For our dear Albert Good and Wise, than did his Alice 

true; 
And though from Death she could not save whom God 

had called above, 
She gemmed his pathway to the Grave far down with 

lights of love. 



I saw a Queenly Lady move, in High Grand Ducal 

Court, 
Midst Princes' praise and People's love, where Arts and 

Arms resort ; 
In all that made Life good or fair — that blessed or 

bettered Man — 
Alice of Britain, Hesse's Heir, still led the noble Van : — 
Glad when the light of Learning came, or Art's diviner 

glow, 
To warm her Spirit at their flame and soar with those 

who know ; 
But gladder still — the Soldiers' Hall with Angel-light to 

cheer, 
Who lay in Darmstadt Hospital for Fatherland so dear ; 
But gladder, gladder still was She, with Louis by her side, 
And all their Children at her knee, around her own 

Fireside ! 
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She, like her Royal Mother, cursed those worthless 

women-things 
That think it vulgar to have nursed the Babe that from 

them springs ; 
Though great in all the charms that grace and beautify 

our life, 
Greater in her true Woman's Place as Sister, Mother, Wife ! 



I saw that Queenly Lady bow beside Great Britain's 

Heir— 
And none could soothe his fevered brow like that sweet 

Sister fair ; 
The night on which ten years ago the Good Prince 

Albert died — 
That awful night through tears and woe she kept her 

Brother's side ; 
She wrestled with the fever fierce till baffled Death with- 
drew, 
And Britain kissed through prayers and tears that tender 

hand and true 
Which robbed by might of Love the tomb, and dared 

from Death-shade bring 
Victoria's Son in Manhood's bloom — Our Prince and 

future King. 
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I saw an anxious Mother weep in Hesse Darmstadt's 
: Halls- 

Death's wing waves where her Children sleep, and all 

her Heart appalls ! 
She nursed the Children one by one — She watched her 

Husband's bed — 
And would resign the task to none which God had on 

her laid ; 
And when, from out her darling band, Death stole away 

the prize, 
No Hireling's, but a Mother's hand closed little Marie's 

eyes. 
Supreme in self-control till then no tender kiss she gave — 
The good Physicians, kindly men, had spoken words so 

grave; 
But when to little Marie's mate — still weak — the news 

she bore, 
And saw the Brother's frenzied state for Sister now no 

more, 
The love, which nought can quench or cloy, leapt fear- 
less from its sheath — 
She clasped and kissed her darling Boy — it was the kiss 

of death ! 

R 
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And when She bowed her own bright bead, which <e 

had death defied. 
Good Urnis, pile from troubled bed, came tottering 

her fide ; 
And all the Loves from Fatherland thronged weepin: 

where the lay. 
And all the Loves from Britain's strand — Two Nations 

weep and pray ! 
In vain her toil-worn Spirit strove awhile with parang 

breath, 
Then, Martyr to her Mother-love — she died a worts)- 

death. 



Alas, this day, this fatal day, on which Prince Albert 
died, 

The Princess Alice passed away to Glory at his side '. 

Alas this day for our good Queen ! she boweth crushed 
and lone — 

Where Frogmore's sacred Shrine is seen, her broken 
Heart doth moan. 

Yet bear thee up, O Widowed Heart, and think that thou 
hast been 

The Good Prince Albert's better part, and Alice' Mother- 
queen ; 
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The People bless thee for their sakes and hold thee 

doubly dear : — 
From Arts or Arms no Glory breaks like that which 

centres here — 
Glory of Motherhood and Home — Parents' and Children's 

love — 
A glory that survives the Tomb and blooms afresh above ! 



THE THREE NAPOLEONS 

(Juno, 1879.) 



The Star Napoleon rose in blood 

In blood that Star hath set ; 
Glory and Guilt together claim 
The shame— the splendour — of that Name 

Which Earth shall ne'er forget I 
Glory and Guilt, pall-bearers meet, 

Attend Napoleon's Bier — 
As once, twice, thrice, it passeth by. 
And History blows her Clarion high 

For all the Worlds to hear. 



Glory and Guilt pass slowly by — 

Who is the First they bear ? 

Napoleon whom the World calls Great 

Soldier of Fortune, dupe of Fate, 

And victim of Despair. 
He drew his Sword — and Kings and Crowns 

At every stroke crashed down ; 
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Till Europe, trembling at his nod, 
Saw France enthrone him as a God 

With grand Imperial Crown. 
He lived for self— for self supreme — 

Self-Glory was his God ; 
Drunk with ambitions dark and wild — 
His Throne on Human Hearts was piled, 

And Terror kissed his Rod. 
A Genius ? Yes, with demon Heart, 

Backed by Satanic Will ; 
But baffled, exiled, prisoned fast, 
By England's Iron Duke at last, 

And Conscience, mightier still ! 
The Ghost of injured Josephine 

Close tracked him to his doom, 
And myriad Victims blanched his brow : — 
Pass on — I weep, but will not bow 

At Great Napoleon's Tomb. 



11. 

Glory and Guilt pass slowly by — 
Who is the Next they bear ? 

Napoleon, whom the World would call 

The Little— but his tragic Fall 
Moves Pity scorn to spare. 

Haunted, to madness, with the dream 
Of Empire's Throne re-built, 
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His Uncle's Mantle floated near — 
And, Oh ! the Glory was so dear, 

He shrank not from the Guilt ! 
Statecraft and Murder were the tools 

That paved his way to power ; 
The Bow, that decked his Charger's mane, 
Sprang from the blood-showers that did rain 

Through his triumphal hour. 
Fraud built his Throne — Fraud pulled it down,- 

He reached Sedan in pain ; 
And Prussia's blood-and-iron Prince 
Spoke battle-thunder, to convince 

The World that Lies are vain ! 
Exiled — dethroned — his broken Heart 

Still heard the Cannons boom ; 
Unearthly sadness stamped his brow : — 
Pass on — I neither weep nor bow 

At this Napoleon's Tomb. 



in. 



Glory and Guilt pass slowly by — 

Who is the Last they bear? 
Napoleon — fondly called " Lou-Lou " 
Who perished, like a Soldier true, 
The Empire's lonely Heir. 
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High-hearted, generous, all too brave — 

Say, would it have been well, 
Had Glory beckoned him to France 
And Guilt led on the dread advance ? 

His Father's Ghost can tell ! 
The Glory of a stainless Youth 

Hath crowned our young Lou-Lou ; 
From all the Guilt that damned his Race, 
God hath relieved, in stern-sweet grace, 

His manly Heart and true. 
" A Wasted Life ! Life thrown away 

On savage Zulu Knives ! " 
But better thus, we dare retort, 
Than live, to pawn in kingly sport 

Ten thousand precious Lives I 
Eugenie — if thy Heart must break, 

Where fresh his laurels bloom, 
Yet, guiltless Glory crowns his brow : — 
With thee I weep — with thee I bow — 

At young Napoleon's Tomb ! 



The Star Napoleon rose in blood — 

In blood that Star hath set 1 
And Europe shakes, from heart of shame, 
The dreadful nightmare of that Name, 

At which France trembles yet 1 
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Let France be great, and wise, and free- 

Pleads Europe through her tears ; 
Her Guilt be buried in the tomb — 
And let her Glory grow and bloom 
Through guiltless future years. 



THE SUICIDE. 

(M. W. 1870.) 

* 

She bore a little baby fair — 

A Mother, not a Wife — 
Crept to the Well in white despair, 

And threw away her Life. 

I saw her Father's anguished Eye, 
Fixed speechless on the floor ; 

I heard her Mother's rending Cry, 
" Lost ! Lost, for evermore 1* 

Awhile, I sat in silence too, 

And wrung my hands and wept, — 
The Girl had been so good and true, 

Though sadly thus she slipt. 

Then springing to my feet, I grasped 

A hand of each in mine, 
And, with a Hood of tears, unclasped 

The wells of Love Divine : — 

" O Mother, look upon her there, 
O Father, kiss your Child — 



Yours, by that wealth of dripping hair, 
Ymn Mill, though sin-defiled I 

" Oh ! could She rise from off that Bier, 
Kneel here and tell you ail — 

On her dear head pure Pity's tear, 
And that alone, would tall. 

" Kw can forgive — Kw have forgiven 
Though all the world should curse \ 

Our Father's Heart, that beats in Heaven, 
Is neither less nor worse .' 

" Living — despite her sin and shame, 

Safe was She in your love ; 
Dead now — whate'er her guilt or blame, 

Trust her to God above !" 



The Father saw beyond the Eclipse, 

And lighter grew his load ; 
The Mother kissed those speechless lips, 

With strong appeals to God 

Some blamed me sore : — Forsooth, they must 

My Creed in question call ; 
I have no Creed — I only trust 

God's Love, whate'er befall. 
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Poor Girl, I knew she loved her God, 
Though darkly there she fell ; 

So quick her Conscience — that the load 
Of guilt and shame was Hell ! 

Curse if you will — but curse the Man 

That left her there forlorn, 
To bear the World's unthinking ban, 

And Women's pitiless scorn. 

I mourn the Crime committed there — 
The young Life darkly spilt ; 

But better — die in blank Despair, 
Than live in shameless Guilt ! 



DEATH IN THE PIT. 

The whisper passes, from door to door, 
That a man has been killed in the Pit ; 

And the Hearts of Mothers and Wives beat sore- 
For they know not who may be smit 



From lane and close they come pouring out, 
And crowd at the corners of streets ; 

Hope on each face is dashed with a doubt, 
And fast, still faster, the sore Heart beats. 

Lo ! where the Coal Cart hurdles along, 

To music which baffles the Arts ; 
No blare of trumpet — no martial song — 

But the Dead-March beat by muffled Hearts. 

Ah I some One lies in that solemn Cart, 
Covered o'er from the head to the feet ; 

The very Horse knows it, and plays his part 
With downcast eye and with measured beat. 

Two Colliers are kneeling beside him there — 
The big tears streaking each dusky face ; 
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The rest of the Pitmen, heavy with care, 
Follow after — sobered in heart and pace. 

One white-haired Miner hath posted before 
To the Home of their Brother deceased — 

To break the sad news with all gentle lore 
Of kind Friend or of Christian Priest 

Who — who is the Dead ? With an anguished hush, 
His Name is passed through the crowd ; 

And for very relief some Eyelids gush — 
But his Friends wail deep and loud ! 

Say, is he the Bridegroom happy and gay, 

Three months agone joyfully wed ? 
His young widowed Bride on her couch they lay, 

She faints, — but they fear she is dead 

Or, is he the Father, that wins the Bread 
For the Wife and the Bairns beloved ? 

Ah ! weeping, she strokes down each curly head, 
While they wonder why Mother's so moved ! 

Or, is he the Son of some Widow lone, 
Who hath no more blossoms to fall ? 

She boweth her low, with heart-broken moan — 
O God !— he's her Last, and her All ! 
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Or, is there some Girl, that with shining eyes 

Shall hark for his step at Even ? 
In vain for her absent Lover she sighs — 

Her Collier Lad is in Heaven ! 

Oh, hush ! They are nearing the dead Man's door, 
His Corpse softly inwards they bear ; 

I turn — for my Heart is too full to say more 
Than, God comfort the dear Ones there ! 

But a still small Voice, ringing clear and sad, 
Is heard 'midst the sigh and the tear : — 

" This Morning — I left my Home so glad, 
Now — they bear me back on a Bier ; 

"Ah ! the Soul, too, needeth her Safety-lamp, 
Bright with the pure white light of Faith, — 

That goeth not out in the dread Fire-Damp, 
But burns through the blackness of Death ! " 



IN MEMORIAM, "E. L." 



(llth March, 1875.) 



Pale Death hath spread his wing across the Town, 
And cast deep shadows upon every face ; 

For She is gone — who was the very crown 
And glory of the place. 



She came amongst us as the Bride of One 
Who claimed and swiftly won esteem from all ; 

Hearts opened at her touch — and Eyes now run 
With tears to mourn her fall 



Gifted yet gentle, — rich in human lore, 
But richer far in childlike love to God ; 

As the rose bears the dew, her gifts she bore — 
The meeker for the load 

She bore a son and heir, — Joy blew his horn 
At Stanley door, and all the Town was glad ; 

But Death o'ertook her on the tenth swift morn, 
And all the Town is sad. 
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Oh, gifted, gentle, and glad-hearted One, 
Could Earthly love avail, thou still wert here ! 

God comfort him — who weepeth there alone 
At thy untimely bier. 

For him the prayers of all men Heavenwards roll — 
The sympathies of all pour at his feet ; 

Thau need'st them not — but him they may console, 
Until in Christ ye meet ! 

Nor hast thou altogether from us gone — 
Thy Spirit greets us still, thy deathless Mind ; 

As when the Sun sinks on his Ocean throne, 
Yet leaves his light behind. 

Thy Child shall blossom, growing liker thee, 
And be thy Husband's solace and his joy ; 

His grief shall mellow, when he learns to see 
The Mother in her Boy. 



He hears the still small Voice, that sounds abroad 
To staunch the bleeding Heart and soothe its woe : — 

" Though what I do, thou know'st not now? saith God, 
" Thou shalt hereafter know." 



THE MOTHER'S DEATH. 



(7th November, 1880.) 



The Mother dies 1 — The Home grew dark, 

And all the Children wept ; 
Life flickered in its final spark, 

Where calm and white she slept ; 
The Father's Heart broke with a moan — 
" The Light of all my Life hath gone !" 



Days passed : — they gathered round her Bier 

And gazed in speechless woe ; 
Then kissed her brow, through sob and tear, 

Now white as stainless snow ; 
And She shall wake from Death's Eclipse — 
His kiss still warm upon her lips ! 



Soon by the silent Grave they stood — 

And, when the cold Earth fell, 
Her loved Ones, all alike subdued, 

Wept out a long Farewell ; — 
'Midst which, from out the starry Spheres, 
This still small Voice broke on their ears : — 

s 



NOTES. 



LA YS OF THE SCOTCH WORTHIES. 



These Lays are Historical Poems. They may be relied on, as 
substantiated by the best authorities, to which I have devoted the 
patient study of years. A few Notes are appended, for the satis- 
faction of careful Students. 

PATRICK HAMILTON. 

This Lay covers from A.D. 1503, to 1527. Lollards and Wick- 
liffites had suffered in Scotland before this time ; but from charac- 
ter, training, and tragic eminence, Patrick Hamilton well deserves 
the title of ft Proto-Usntyi of the Scots." 

Of noble Blood but nobler Mind. — Page I ; line 1. 

Patrick Hamilton was "nephew to the Earl of Arran by his father, 
and to the Duke of Albany by his mother, and thereby related to 
James V., King of Scotland." 

The Abbacy of Feme in Ross, — Page 2 ; line 5. 

This Abbacy was gifted to Patrick Hamilton as "Abbot or Pen- 
sionary " in his childhood, according to a practice of the corrupt 
Papal Church in Scotland before the Reformation. 






M fanlM/tr amd »&fr.— Pace 3 i line 17. 

C ohieatinn ■■ Wit'emherg aBr! Mil* 
i> rif hit ec«nntrymen — who kid twi 

r Learning," and were aim. ) 



A Ckruti**. ytt * Patriot too. — Page- J ; line 9. 
I udK Ihoa L»J\ a* tiatply leii« tie Heme* of them wen 
CraMma-i, bdl rhwdj hcravc of lheif noble Patriotism. Thdr 
bm <aXaantrv a tertod only Ui their lo*e of Clniit. 

da/ lUnap, Ornfilfiwu Ckrirt the Lord.— Page 4; line 1:. 

The rJnnctrfbtk of all KcfonnWion- Preaching was its direct if- 

i-al to "the pure Wend of Cod i ■ without which appeal, to fha 

HdunMtk«i hai f» logical foot-hold or justification iD the 

Fnm &rUm tUfit* mdUtfSi i?**— Page 4 ; line «. 
" WicVtirTe't Bible," Of portions of It, had been dearly treasured 
in Scotland for a hundred years, chiefly among the Lollards of Kyle 
in the Weil, before the days of Hamilton. 

Iki) iff UflU mmlttt mit and pulled.— Ys^e 5; line 10. 
ArehbWWp Beaton, by keen and correct instinct, rejected all 
cm 1 promise, and set himself to " exterminate " Bible-reading; as- 
iuri.il that either it muit cease, ot his Church must perish. 

A ireatHri ilrtpid in guilt of ' Jttll. — Page 5; line 23. 
Alexander Campbell, Prior of the Black Friars, undertook pro- 
fnwdly to " reclaim " Patrick Hamilton ; and, having admitted the 
truth of Hamilton's pleas, and the need of reforms, wormed himself 
lata the young Preacher's secret conh deuce, and thereafter turned 
au.nnsl him as principal accuser- 
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Around them blazed the Bishop train. — Page 6 ; line 24. 

The sentence condemning Patrick Hamilton as "an obstinate 
Heretic" and delivering him to the Secular Power, was signed by 
the Archbishops of St. Andrews and Glasgow, the Bishops of Dun- 
keld, Brechin, and Dunblane, with fourteen other underlings, as 
well as by "all persons of note in the University." 

With lies for God, so larded thick. — Page 8 ; line 18. 

The sentence ran, that the Heretic was " delivered over to the 
Secular Power to be punished," but added a prayer that he might, 
forsooth, be "spared!" What would the Fathers-in-God have 
thought if the Judge had taken them at their word, and answered 
their hypocritical prayer ? 

And Fear leaps on the back of Hate. — Page 9 ; line 17. 

"On the same day" on which the sentence was secured, the 
28th Feb., 1527, the Martyr was led forth to the stake — so that no 
message to the King could baffle Beaton's swift and fierce resolve. 

Damning the Priests and all their art. — Page 10 ; line 20. 

The Satirical Poems of the time, some of which have come down 
to us, were immensely popular, and show unmistakeably that the 
Heart of the Nation was rising into ungovernable fury against the 
Priests of Rome, even when they were blindly and recklessly 
tyrannising as if their power was unassailable and supreme. 

He called a Servant to his side. — Page 1 1 ; line 7. 

Giving him his old clothes, Hamilton said : — "I have no more to 
leave thee, but the ensample of my death ; but, keep in mind, 
though bitter and painful in man's judgment, yet it is the entrance 
to everlasting life, which none can inherit who deny Christ before 
this wicked generation." 
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The Friar y shuddering^ slunk aloof* — Page 12 ; line 20. 
Friar Campbell went distracted after Hamilton's reproof and 

appeal, and died within a year, "apprehensive of the Lord's judg- 
ment." 

And these the words he spoke. — Page 13 ; line 9. 

Here and throughout all the Poems, the words put into the 
mouths of the Speakers are substantially the very words they uttered 
— no more liberty being taken with them by me, than has been 
manifestly taken by the different Historians who have handed them 
down to us. Their actual Ideas are here, but dramatised. And so 
far the Author does not always identify himself with the opinions 
uttered by Characters, who appear in the Lays — though he believes 
themtrue to the spirit and often to the very letter of history. 



GEORGE WISHART. 

This Lay covers from A.D. 1527 to 1546, i.e., the period from 
Hamilton's Martyrdom till Wishart's own death. But practically, 
the period of action is two to three years — 1544-46. 

That freshly-opened Well of Greek. — Page 16 ; line 4. 

George Wishart was " brother of the Laird of Pitarrow," and a 
11 Cambridge Scholar," and was one of the very first to teach the 
Greek Language in Scotland, at the revival of Letters. 

Who dared to teach in Grecian speech. — Page 16 ; line 24. 

George Wishart 's only "crime " was that he taught his Pupils at 
Montrose "to read the New Testament in the original Greek." 

By Emery Tylney* s faithful pen. — Page 17 ; line 12. 

This description is copied into Foxe's Book of Martyrs from the 
Original records at Cambridge, * * penned by Emery Tylney in 1 543. " 
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Till Cardinal Beaton's creature, Mill. — Page 19; line 11. 

James Beaton, Archbishop at Hamilton's Martyrdom, had been 
succeeded in 1539 by his nephew, David Beaton, known as the 
Cardinal. Robert Mill of Dundee, suborned by Beaton, ordered 
Wishart away ; and on leaving he uttered the warning or prophecy, 
of which the Plague was regarded as the fulfilment. 

And so he preached on Mauchline Moor. — Page 21 ; line 3. 
Withdrawing from the Church, packed with a Garrison by the 
Sheriff of Ayr, Wishart preached from a dyke on the Moor to the 
South West of Mauchline. The sermon lasted three hours. It was 
memorable for the conversion of a notedly wicked Laird, Laurence 
Rankin of Shield. 

The Sick without, the Whole within. — Page 21 ; line 16. 

Wishart preached from the Head of the East Gate at Dundee — 
the plague-stricken standing without, and the whole within — and he 
visited and taught the poorest of the People. 

And won that city by the Tay. — Page 21 ; line 21. 

Dundee has the honour of being the first Town in Scotland, that 
renounced the Papacy and owned the Reformation. 

'Twos he that forged King James \r Will. — Page 22 ; line 9. 

This indictment against Cardinal Beaton is painted from history. 
He bribed one, Sir John Wightman, a Priest, to stab Wishart, as he 
descended from the pulpit. He forged a letter, professedly from 
the Laird of Kinnear, and had sixty horsemen in ambush to slay 
Wishart on the road. The Earl of Bothwell gave his oath to the 
Laird of Ormiston, that George Wishart would not be delivered 
into Beaton's hands. His forgery of a pretended Will of James V. 
in his own interests, was proved against him at the time. 



tfattm —U SfjUitif ktard Hi rigki.—Tagc 24; line!. 
Jnh» Waiaca and ft'm. Spoiling, two close friends, watched ni 
him all aught, but Jill niJl iliituilihis sorrowful communings. 



tVMt* Etrf BotAavU ramt.— Page 24 j line 21. 

TTi* LAirdl «f Longtii'Miv. lirungtnn. and Ormiston, along with 
Sii Jobs Sndiland, of Caldci, bad been protecting Wishart by 
Wilt, They had agreed that he should retire to Ormiston 's Hoilse, 
for safety. Bui he refuted, to allow his sword-bearer, John Knox, 
to MOOMpany him, and tent him back to his liaims, i.e., his Pupils, 
the young Lairdi to whom he was Tutor. At Ormiston, they had 

.' ■! in family Wor-hip, ringing together the old version of Psalm 

51, when Karl of ilolhwdl suddenly surrounded the House, as they 
were retiring to rest. 



Sub-Priar Wynram, limple mul. — Page, 26; line I. 
John Wynram, the Sub-Prior, was suspected of favouring Ihe 



That rtxtjah* l.au,L-i-,f<itreJox.—Ta%e2(>i line 13. 

|, I.n [,-ni.|i.-r, " i'l- ■iliiiiL: in 1 i..]..-ri! ,nv. :il," | ■■ ■ 1 1 it- 1 -y,\; ihe charges ; 
Mlh one John Stnlt, otherwise known as "Grey-tiend" Scott, be- 



Tht Civil Sa, 



etion, as a watjuft— Page 27 ; line 1 1. 

ill Wishart to death without any Writ from the 



Cardinal Benton s< 
"ivil [\jwer, if not c\prrw.Iy againil tlitr Governor's order : so that 
In- Martyrdom was -imply iir.nil^r, without even the ordinary 
nasque that seemed to relieve the conscience of Persecutors. 
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To see the cruel sport, — Page 28 ; line 11. 
The Fore-Tower, opposite the Stake, was hung with tapestry, 
and the windows and balconies cushioned, for the Cardinal and his 
friends, to look down upon the scene. It was the 1st March, 1546. 

This awful Prophet-word. — Page 30 ; line 7. 

Wishart is reported to have said :— " He that from that window 
feedeth his eyes with my torments, shall yet be hanged out from that 
same window, with as much ignominy as now he beholdeth with 
pride ? " 

Swore Wisharfs murder to avenge. — Page 30 ; line 23. 

Regarding Wishart's martyrdom as sheer murder, Norman and 
John Leslie of Rothes, William Kirkcaldy of Grange, James Mel- 
ville of Carnbee, Peter Carmichael, and others, surprised the Castle 
on 28th May, 1546, solemnly exhorted the Cardinal to repentance, 
stabbed him dead, and, in answer to the Provost of the Town's ap- 
peal, hung him out at the window. They held the castle for above 
two years, in the interests of the Reformation cause. 

Of Lindsay of The Mount. — Page 32 ; line 2. 

Of the many versions of this famous Epigram, I have chosen that 
which appears to me most characteristic of Sir David's biting Muse, 



WALTER MILL. 

The life of Walter Mill extended from A.D. 1476, to 1558. The 
Lay covers from 1538, when he was first condemned, and fled — but 
chiefly from 1556, when he finally returned, till his death, 28th 
April, 1558, at the great age of 82 years. 

Then past his sixtieth year. — Page 33 ; line 14. 

Walter Mill was already 62 years of age, when he left off saying 
Mass in the Church of Lunan. 
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Dunfermline Abbey swore to grace, — Page 36 ; line 16. 

Churchmen seemed nervously anxious to bribe him to recant, in 
order to escape the odium and danger of putting so aged a man to 
death. They offered him among other things, a place in the Abbey 
of Dunfermline. 

Sir Walter be your prayers delayed. — Page 38 ; line 7. 

Priests of Rome, as Knights of the Pope, were addressed by the 
title Sir, The Accuser himself, though but a Priest, is styled Sir 
Andrew Oliphant. 

List to the railing Charges brought. — Page 38 ; line 23. 

The whole of this Trial-scene is painted from an authentic Tra- 
dition of what occurred ; and is given in this Lay, as a specimen of 
what was usual on such occasions. 

Judge for the nonce — doomed Walter Mill. — Page 43 ; line 18. 

Learmont, the Provost, and Bailie of the Archbishop's regality, 
refused to confirm the sentence, and left the Town. Somerville, a 
domestic of the Archbishop, acted the part of temporal Judge, and 
the Archbishop's pavilion supplied the ropes. 

And Covenant-Bonds were sworn. — Page 47 ; line 6. 

The horrible Martyrdom of the aged Walter Mill stirred the 
Nation to a kind of fury, oaths and bonds were generally sworn, to 
take up arms and resist to the death, rather than be thus abused. 
And Mill was the last who thus perished before the Reformation. 

JOHN KNOX. 

This Lay covers from A.D. 1505, to 1572. I need scarcely say 
that M'Crie is my great and almost sole authority — his Life of Knox 
remaining to this day the first of Classics in modern Biographic 
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Literature. In later times, I have not neglected anything that ap- 
peared valuable, down to Mr. Froude's recent and noble words on 
the Great Reformer. 

Who marcheth there, with dauntless air. — Page 48 ; line I. 

For about two years before George Wishart's death, he was ac- 
companied by a Body-guard of Gentlemen, favourable to the Re- 
formed Preaching — among whom figured prominently the Lairds of 
Longniddry and Ormiston, and the Tutor of their Sons, John Knox 
by name, who bore a Sword in front of the Preacher. The personal 
description of Knox in the opening stanza, is drawn from Thomas 
Smeaton, and sources of contemporary authority. Smeaton says : 
" I know not if God ever placed a greater and more godly spirit in 
a body so little and frail." See M'Crie for other hints, drawn from 
pictures, &c, and Thomas Carlyle, on the Portraits of Knox. 

But Renfrew's rich and royal Shire. — Page 49 ; line 3. 

The father of John Knox was related to the ancient family of 
Ranfurley in Renfrew, which is called Royal because the Heir-ap- 
parent to the Throne wears, as one of his many titles, the name of 
Baron of Renfrew. Craigends, Ranfurley, and Knock, are specified 
as belonging to the aforesaid ancient family. 

To his good Master *s pride and joy. — Page 49 ; line 23. 

From some authorities, it would seem as if John Knox had also, 
for some time at least, attended Glasgow University. But his real 
Master was John Mair, (or Major) of St. Andrews — under whom, 
he was made Regent while yet a youth, and taught Philosophy with 
great fame. He was admitted a Priest in Holy Orders, while yet 
under age. 

The year was Fifteen-forty-two. — Page 50 ; line 23. 

From 1535 to 1542, we have little or nothing recorded of John 
Knox — save that he was deeply engaged in studying the Holy Scrip- 
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tures, in poring over Jerome and Augustine, and in profiting by the 
preaching of an enlightened Black-friar and Dominican Monk, 
called Thomas Williams, Chaplain to the Earl of Arran. This 
period covers from the 30th to the 37th year of his age — the most 
pregnant and formative in a man's life. 

Her Knox reformed — her Bible free. — Page 51 ; line 4. 

In 1542, Knox openly declared himself a Protestant, and in 1542, 
the Parliament of Scotland passed an Act declaring it lawful for all 
to read the Scriptures in the vulgar tongue. 

Then Cardinal Beaton chafed and fumed. — Page 51 ; line 6. 

Though Knox was sentenced, in absence, and Assassins were 
hired to waylay him, and he was degraded from the priesthood — 
yet the Cardinal was defied by such men as Hugh Douglas of 
Longniddry and John Cockburn of Ormiston. They protected 
John Knox, as the Tutor of their Sons, and braved all the tyranny 
of Romish Priests. 

For Wishart made reply, — Page 52 ; line 16. 

On Knox's insisting to accompany him, Wishart protested : — 
"Nay, nay, return to your Bairns (Pupils) and God bless you ! 
One is sufficient for a sacrifice." 

From clutch of Prelate Hamilton. — Page 53 ; line 15. 

On Beaton's death (1546), John Hamilton, illegitimate brother 
of Regent Arran, was made Archbishop of St. Andrews, and eagerly 
sought Knox's life. 

Calls for his Preaching filled the air. — Page 53 ; line 23. 

Sir David Lyndsay of The Mount, Henry Balnaves of Hallhill, 
Secretary of State, John Rough, Preacher to the Garrison, &c, &c, 
urged Knox to become a Preacher — having marked his power in 
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"lecturing " and ** catechising" his Pupils, which he did publicly 
in the Parish Church. His "Call," as described in the Poem, is 
true to history. 

Popery is Anti-Christ accursed. — Page 55 ; line 22. 

This is the Key-note to Knox's life and doctrine, without allowing 
for which the man and his work will be misjudged. Reform, on his 
lips, could only mean Revolution. 

By his Archbishop's jibe. — Page 56 ; line 4. 

Hamilton, Archbishop-Elect, having heard of Knox's disputations 
with Dean John Annand, twitted the Vicar-General, Wynram, for 
allowing such license, seeing he was left in charge during his 
Superior's absence from St. Andrews. 

That ever from Arbuckle's day. — Page 57 ; line 10. 

After the egregious discomfiture of the Grey Friar, Alexander 
Arbuckylle, public disputations were avoided by the Papists, but 
all their great Preachers were ordered to begin Preaching in the 
Parish Churches on Sunday. 

For one things fair St. Andrews town. — Page 57 ; line 13. 

That the Lord's Supper was celebrated, according to the Reformed 
pattern, for the first time at St. Andrews during this period appears 
to me almost beyond dispute. It has been claimed, however, by a 
venerable Tradition, that the first Celebration was at Sir James 
Sandiland's (Lord St. John) of Calder House — and I quite believe 
that this latter Celebration was literally the first after Knox's return 
from Geneva in 1555, when the resolution was finally arrived at by 
the Reformed Party to renounce the Mass, and partake of the Lord's 
Supper instead. 

Besieged by sea — besieged by Land. —Page 58 ; line 1. 

The Garrison of St. Andrews capitulated on 31st July, 1547, to 
the French Fleet and the Forces by land under Leo Strozzi, on 



imaaUmdifylAtSfn.—PaGe s8; line 17. 
T*» j».ww at tUHaJi and Satire* in hastening on the Reformatio 
!■ SetXtaar) hM faacn o*«i remarked — but from the ephemeral 
cfcfirtn of tit* product™* in ■«! cases, we cannot half sp 
|wi a u IW MhaaM Ibar wielded. The Refrain gaoled in this 
Seum*. irifan ih tht cafe of Kornun Leslie and the other " Con- 
». im« " m iho CiUtr*. 

A tiuJ tkt pmdj terrtUtu lay. — Page 59 ; line 0. 

Scaring tha laafa at lb* Virgin, he threw it into the Loire, and 

mU i-—" Lai mi Ladjt rare hind, she's licht enough, let her lime 

AmJ " rnf*r m ftr the &*** *f friend.— Page 59; line 17. 
tircrr Rrdaavr*. a pricaaw* now at Rouen, issued a work on 
"Jollification." for which Knox wrote a pathetic and chafacltiiitif 
Preface, "lying in irons. " 

fH gr*J King EitttrarJ's rtign. — Page 60; line 8. 

In February <549i we find Knni nl liberty, after nineteen month: 

at the Callcyt, but no explanation of the Release has been preserve.) 



It 8ii\ep -with tie btit. — Page 63 ; line 4. 
The Word "Minister," as used in Scotland, is the equivalent 
alike of Presbyter and Episcopos, as used in the New Testament. 
The name Bit**f is Scriptural, but not the ojjici as defined in 
Anglican and Roman Churches: whereas the office of Minisiei, U 
defined in the Reformed Churches, is Scriptural ( =New Testament 
Bishop I l»ut the name is not. The office of teaching and ruling 
Prtdyter, u defined in the New I'wlaiiiciii, should U: associatei! 
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with the name given to that office in the English Bible, namely, 
Bishop, so that every ordained Minister of Word and Sacrament 
would be known as a Bishop in the Church of Christ 

Like Weston they have dared to blot, — Page 64 5 line 13. 

Dr. Weston, in discussing with Latimer, afterwards declared, 
with reference to Knox's share, as chaplain of King Edward, in 
revising the Common Prayer and the Articles, "That runnagate 
Scot did take away the Order of Christ. " 

The good King Edward died. — Page 64 ; line 26. 

Edward died 6th July, 1553; Mary was proclaimed Queen, on 
the 19th. By the 20th Dec, the Acts of Reformation were all 
repealed; and on 20th Jan., 1554, Knox landed at Dieppe, once 
more in exile. 

He strove their Prayer-Book to maintain. — Page 67 ; line 3. 

John Knox, called to minister to English Refugees at Frankfort- 
on-Maine, instead of seeking to throw out the Prayer-book, was 
anxious to maintain it, only purged from " intolerable fooleries " and 
"dregs of Popery." But Dr. Cox, late Preceptor to Edward, 
coming on the scene, insisted on the "letter that killeth," and 
defeated the proposals of Knox. 

Which made him brother-soul till death. — Page 67 ; line 12. 

From 1554, when Knox arrived at Dieppe and travelled to 
Geneva, till 1564 when Calvin died, the friendship between them 
was of the closest possible kind ; still it is to be remarked, that the 
world-renowned and permanent work of Knox was actually accom- 
plished, by his own independent genius, in which he and his com- 
peers "copied no Kirk in the world — no, not even Geneva !" — 
but followed only the pure Word of God. 
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With longings too for Marjory Bowes, — Page 67 5 line 23. 

Sir Richard Bowes seems to have opposed the Marriage, perhaps 
all along, but certainly after the turn of political fortune that drove 
Knox into exile, on the accession of Mary. Mrs. Bowes, on the 
other hand, seems to have favoured his suit ; and, as far as one can 
gather from the letters that have descended to us, he seems to have 
made love to Marjory by writings to her Mother ! 

Twelve months of secret Mission then, — Page 68 ; line 9. 

From August, 1555, to July, 1556 — from John Knox's secret arriva 
at Berwick, until his departure again for Geneva — was really the seed- 
time of the great Reformation of 1560. 

Council was held and high debate — Page 68 ; line 17. 
In these descriptions, as to the Conference, &c, no names are in- 
troduced, except those which, according to history, were actually 
present. 

And young Lord James, the best by far, — Page 70 ; line 2. 
James Stewart, illegitimate son of James V., was now about 22 
years of age, and bore already the title of Prior of St. Andrews, and 
came to be known as Regent Moray. 

For signing of those " Bonds " which burst, — Page 71 ; line 3. 

So far as I can trace, the Gentlemen of Mearns were the first who 
entered into a solemn public Bond f renouncing the Popish Com- 
munion. Many other similar Bonds were sworn, ere the people 
embraced their world-famous Covenant, 

In the great Lodging of Dunkeld. — Page 72 ; line 2. 

Knox preached in the Bishop of Dunkeld's Lodging for ten days, 
forenoon and afternoon. The Earl Marischal and Glencairn, 
thoroughly satisfied with his teaching, urged him to write an appeal 
to the Queen- Regent, but her heart was all on the Popish side. 
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Though absent still their Guide. — Page 74 ; line 19. 

The "Letters" and "Appeals" of Knox during this period, are 
very numerous, and were the inspiring force that ripened Scotland 
for Reformation. In 1558 appeared also the " First Blast of the 
Trumpet against the monstrous Regiment of women " — for the pro- 
duction of which, thanks to bloody Mary who "raged rather than 
reigned " in England I 

To sweep the Chimney with fresh tools. — Page 75 ; line 22. 

Lord Hailes says: "When the Popish House was in flames, 
Papists were busy making rules for sweeping the chimneys." 
Councils were numerous — "for the reformation of the church, and 
the extirpation of heresy." Such subjects as clerical " concubines," 
"bastards," &c, caused the passing of many "canons." Inquisi- 
tors were appointed to look after "heretical books and profane 
songs ; " and special laws were passed, and endorsed by Parliament, 
against " heretical ballads and tragedies." But the Papists them- 
selves enacted the tragedy of Mill's death — and lost Scotland ! 

John Knox is come— John Knox is come. — Page 76 ; line 8. 

He arrived at Leith on 2nd May, 1559. Next morning, one an- 
nounced to the Council in Greyfriar's Monastery, that " Knox had 
come, and slept in Edinburgh overnight," and the holy Fathers 
dispersed in panic ! 

The four Jirst Preachers of the day. — Page 77 ; line 6. 

Paul Methven, John Christison, William Harlaw, and John Wil- 
lock. Their sureties were George Lovell of Dundee, John Erskine 
of Dun, Patrick Murray of Tibbermuir, and Robert Campbell of 
Kinzeancleugh. 

And Centuries since have heard the whine. — Page 79 ; line 9. 

Two points are certain. ( 1 . ) That no Church or Building, adapted 
for the public worship of God, was destroyed or injured by the 

T 
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Rilmtn, of witli their approval, far ten at their irwigalicn-bai 
afl ad place* of wmbJp w*t« " purged " and preserved. (s.)Thr 


Xiwuein. Mr— rrrffc*, *c, that were destroyed, being ultedy an. 


r^*** fat aa* MU parpwt, in a Reformed and Protestant coun- 


By, w«m, rxsaat*, alter all vtry well disposed of by the instlnciiiT 


raft of th* "natal mhitadc ; " hot there is no evidence that tin 


Iiiaram we* mcnwiUt even to this extent for the eicesscs of 


th* ]«b«iI«. *uh*t !iy way of instigation, or subsequent approval,- 


ttuagh Kama, aflat th* dart wax done, invented the homoroia 


arrarap abom lb* " Rook*" and their nests. There is no sillier 


eatery- than Hut of men who do not core one farthing for all th» 


tat RtaWrnatiun ha* given iw, but have wept tears almost of blood 
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WiU/irf m-dtkt RtgtnS Qtutn.— Page 79; line U. 


Buchanan wittily nicknamed thit conflict, occasioned by the dc- 



(traction of fmagts, the /magt'narium Bellum ; and the Queen's 
force* are styled (be anwy t/rrDcHge. 



Ufrnt " Ikt Cengrtgatie* " tkai. — Page 81 ; line 7. 

A Religions Covenant of self-defence, was now being signed 

throughout the whole Country — and those who entefed Into it were 

ttyled the CmgrtgatisH, and their Heads or Leaders were styled 

tht Lords of the Congregation. 



T* iltaim Ikrir Church frem Imaget.—Vagp 83 ; line ao. 
St. Andrew* accomplished this, by the united action of the 
Citiren* and Magistrate*, in the most grave and orderly manner on 
14th June, 1559. 
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And gave him old St. Giles. — Page 84 ; line 18. 

John Knox was chosen as Minister of Edinburgh on 7th July, 1559, 
by a Meeting of the Inhabitants in the Tolbooth — the City having 
then, of course, but the one place of Public Worship, the Cathedral 
Church. 

fruitful Fifteen-fifty-nine ! — Page 85 ; line 10. 

This early movement, on behalf of eight principal Towns, proves 
that the Nation, as such, had risen against Rome — that Knox only 
uttered what all felt. Popish Worship was everywhere deserted, 
except where supported by force. 

But Knox's soul could not agree. — Page 86 ; line 6. 

Pitiful efforts have been made to prove Knox guilty of dissimula- 
tion, in the matter of seeking aid from Queen Elizabeth. Clearly 
diplomacy was not his line, however, and he wisely withdrew from 
"the crooked wiles of political intrigue." 

'Tis July Fifteen-sixty now. — Page 87 ; line 3. 

This the most important meeting of the Estates ever held in Scot- 
land assembled on the 10th July, 1560, but was prorogued to meet 
for business on the 1st Aug. The great Protestant Petition was 
received, — the Scotch Confession of Faith approved, — and finally 
on the 24th August, the Papal Jurisdiction was solemnly abolished. 
The scheme for allocating Church Revenues, (1.) to the support of 
the Ministry, (2.) to Education, in Grammar School, College, and 
University, and (3.) to the maintenance of the Poor, — may well be 
studied by the Statesmen of modern days. 

For Gospel-Church in Gospel-State.— Page 88 5 line 22. 

The cry of a "Free Church in a Free State," so captivating to 
some, is only a temporary expedient — till such time as State and 
Church alike are advanced enough to accept God's Ideal, namely :— 
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A State according to the Divine Pattern, with a Church according 
to the Divine Pattern, — a Christian Church in a Christian State. 

Their Queen, a widow, yet a girl, — Page 90 ; line 6. 

In July 1559, Mary Stuart had succeeded, along with her husband 
Francis, to the throne of France. On 19th August, 1561, she ar- 
rived at Edinburgh, a youthful Widow, Queen of Scots, and pros- 
pective Heir to the throne of England. Wherever the romance and 
tragedy of her life may be said to interweave with the life and work 
of Knox, I have painted the truth, so far as the most conscientious 
and patient study reveals it to my eyes. Especially in the five per- 
sonal encounters betwixt those two Master-spirits, depicted in the 
Lay, the student of history will guarantee the fidelity of the setting. 

And humbled down our Scottish Crown. — Page 95 ; line 21. 

One key, at least, to the mystery of Mary's career — whatever else 
may have guided her — was doubtless the fixed and insane resolution, 
to risk everything in the attempt to bring Scotland back to the al- 
legiance of Rome. 

Knox mocked them with a lofty scorn. — Page 96 ; line 23. 

He cried : — "Twapairts are gien to the Deevil, and the third maun 
be divided between God and the Deevil." Knox's proposal had 
been to give, say, one third to the Church, one third to Education, 
and one third to the Poor. The one third that should have gone to 
the Church was divided betwixt the Church and the Crown — who 
got the other two thirds ? and what return have they made to the 
Nation? As the pensioned Popish Clergy dropt off, the Church 
Revenue was appropriated by or gifted to the Nobles, and on them 
rests the odium of swallowing up an income amply sufficient to 
educate the whole Nation, and to maintain all the Poor. If the 
Church is disendowed, in fairness the Landlords should also be dis- 
endowed to that extent. 
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Warning them of a testing "case." — Page 101 ; line 20. 

A riot having occurred over the celebration of Mass at Holyrood 
Chapel, the charge was made against two Protestants, that a *' case'* 
might be gained, equivalent to the rescinding of all laws against the 
Mass being restored anywhere throughout the land. 

That Kings to justice should be brought. — Page 106 ; line 15. 

John Knox had clearly grasped, and fearlessly applied, the 
central idea of all Constitutional Government, that the Law of the 
Land is supreme, alike over the Chief Magistrate and the People. 
He therefore openly taught, that Mary should be arraigned on the 
capital charges of murder and adultery at the Bar of Public Law. 

Lorraine } s infernal League abhorred. — Page 107 ; line 14. 

In February, 1566, a Messenger arrived from Lorraine with the 
Catholic League for the extermination of Protestants, and Mary 
signed it. 

When the good Regent Moray fell. — Page 108 ; line 4. 

He was shot by Hamilton of Bothwellhaugh, nephew to the 
Archbishop of St. Andrews, in passing through the narrow street of 
Linlithgow. The assassin had been taken prisoner at Langside, 
and condemned to death, but was reprieved by the Regent himself. 
The Regent's death took place on 23rd January 1570 ; and in 
October following, Knox was smitten with apoplexy. 

From Abbott Durie's Lodge equipt. — Page no ; line 20. 

John Knox's Study, still to be seen in the High Street of Edin- 
burgh, had previously been the Lodging of George Durie, Abbot of 
Dunfermline. Knox occupied it from 1560 till his death in 1572. 

Cannon to Cannon made reply. — Page in ; line 26. 
During the time that Kirkaldy of Grange held the Castle, in name 
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of the Queen, the Hamiltons filled the Town, and the Steeple of 
St. Giles was fortified to overawe the Citizens. 

Again when David Ferguson, — Page 1 12 ; line 25. 

This sermon at Perth Assembly was preached by David Ferguson, 
Minister of Dunfermline. 

Those Bishops sent them for their sins. — Page 113 5 line 21. 

Morton presented Douglas to the See of St. Andrews on condition 
that Morton himself should receive most of the Revenue. By this 
"simoniacal paction," the "Tulchan" Bishops were introduced, 
and the Noblemen pocketed a still further share of the Church's 
patrimony. 

Lawson they called to Jill his place. — Page 115 ; line 14. 

This was James Lawson, sub-principal at Aberdeen. — In appeal- 
ing to him to come quickly, Knox pathetically writes : — Accelera, 
mi frater, alioque sero venies ! 

While Morton meted his award. — Page 122 ; line I. 

In harmony with the verdict of Morton stands the opinion of 
John Milton — " Knox himself, the Reformer of a Kingdom ; " — 
and the eulogium of Beza, — " Knox, the Apostle of the Scots." 




ERRATA. 



Page 84 ; line 9. 
„ 163; „ 12.- 
„ 184; „ 21.- 
„ 219; „ 18.- 
>, 232; „ 17. 
„ 241; „ 9-- 



For Trail, read Crail. 

discontinuance, read discountenance, 
owing, read owning. 
Covenant, read Covenants, 
seems, read be&mi. 
her, read the. 
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